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Abstract 

April 12, 1961 went down in history forever 
of our country, in the history of mankind in this 
Day of the Soviet spaceship-satellite "Vostok" with 
Major Yuri Gagarin on board went into space 
and, to make a flight around the world, safely 
returned to Earth. This unprecedented victory of man 
the forces of nature embodied the genius of the Soviet 
the people, the powerful force of socialism, its undeniable 
superiority over the dying capitalist 
systems 

In "Road to Space" cosmonaut 
Yuri Gagarin, talks about his life, 
from childhood up to the accomplishments of his 
a remarkable feat - the world's first manned flight 
into space. The present edition of the text 
Gagarin book "Road to Space" published 
publishing "Truth". YA readers for military 



Gagarin expanded chapter on "The oath of allegiance to the Motherland 

in which more detailed account of his passage 

military service on military duty, the oath, the moral and 

fighting qualities, which should have a 

Soviet soldiers and officers. The book also includes 

a new chapter on foreign trips SE Gagarin 

many countries in Europe and the Western Hemisphere. Papers 

Gagarin completed a brief story about the flight to 

Space Soviet cosmonaut GS Titov. 

The book includes a significant number of new 
photos. 

Pictures: Family album of Yuri Gagarin 
Photochronicles TASS, the film "First Flight to 
stars ", Czechoslovak and Bulgarian Telegraph 
agencies, P. Barasheva, Denisova, P. Kvashnyuka, V. 

Lebedev, A. Lyapina, T. Miller, F. Petrunina, A. 

Pakhomov, S. Raskin, A. Sergeev, A. Sofia, S. 

Smirnov, A. Sukhomlinov, V. Smetanina, A. Ustinov, E. 

Chaldeans, L. Khomenko, G. Shutov. 
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Smolensk - 
MY mother land 


... Family, vkotoroyyarodilsya the most 
common, it is no different from 
millions of working families of our socialist 
Homeland. My parents - simple Russian people 
that the Great October Socialist 
revolution, like all our people, opened 
wide and straight path in life. 

My father - Alexei Ivanovich Gagarin - son 
Smolensk poor peasant. Education in 
He had only two classes of the parish 
school. But the man he inquisitive and more 
achieved through self-education in our village 
Klushino, near Gjatsk, was known as a master of 
of all trades. He was able to do in the peasant 
economy, but most of all a carpenter and carpentry. 
I still remember the yellowish foam shavings 
how to wash his large working hands 
and odors can distinguish wood - 
sweet maple, oak, bitter, astringent 
flavor of pine, of which his father was making useful 
people things. 



In short, I am a tree with 
the same respect as the metal. On metal 
many told my mother - Anna Timofeevna. Her 
father and my grandfather, Timothy Matveevich Matveev 
driller working in the Putilov factory 

Petrograd. According to the stories my mother, he was Kryazhe 
man, master of his craft - working high 
qualifications of those who could, they say, 
flea shoe and a piece of iron forge flower. 

I did not have to see the grandfather of Timothy, but 
our family, the memory of it, the revolutionary 
Putilovites traditions. 

Our mother, as well as his father, a young man is not 
was able to get education. But she read a lot 
and knows a lot. She could answer correctly 
any issue of children. And there were four of us in the family: 
big brother Valentin, who was born in the year of death 
Lenin's sister Zoe, three years younger, 

Finally, I and our younger brother Boris. 

I was born on March 9, 1934. Parents worked 
on the farm, my father was a carpenter, and his mother was a 
milkmaid. 

For the good work she was appointed head of the 
dairy farms farm. From morning till 
late at night, she worked there. Cases it was 
a great deal: that cows calve, from the youngsters 
concern, then feed on emotion. 



Was our beautiful village. In summer, all in green, 
winter in deep drifts. And the farm was good. 

People lived in prosperity. Our house was the second in the 

the village, on the road to Gzhatsk. In a small garden 

rose apple and cherry trees, gooseberries, 

currants. Behind the house stretched a flowery meadow where 

barefoot rebyatnya played rounders and burners. As 

Now, I remember a three-year boy. Sister 

Zoe took me to a May Day celebration in school. 

There's the chair I read verses: 


Village cat in the window, 

Purred in his sleep ... 

Schoolchildren applauded. And I was very proud of: how- 
did the first applause in life. 

I have a good memory. And I remember a lot. 

Sometimes zaberesh sneaking onto the roof, and in front of you 
kolkhoz fields, boundless as the sea, the warm wind 
driving on rye golden waves. Raise your head and 
there pure blue ... It would seem, and dipped in 
this is beautiful, and swam to the horizon, where land and convc 
sky. And what were we birch! And the gardens! A small river, wl 
we ran a swim, where peskarikov caught! Sometimes 
primchitsya the boys to her mother on the farm, and she 
each pour a mug of fresh milk and cut 



on slice of fresh rye bread. Vkusnota-it is! 

Mum used to look at us, on their own and 
neighborhood kids, and say: 

- Lucky you childhood, urchins, not the same as 
we have had with her father. 



House in Gzhatsk in which he lived, Yuri Gagarin. 

And you think, and vzgrusnet. And her face is 
cute, sweet, as to a good picture. I am very 
I love my mom, and to all that accomplished, owes her. 

There my father's brother - Pavel. He served 
veterinary surgeon. We really like it when 
Uncle Pasha came to us and stayed the night. 

We coarse canvas bed in the manger, we go to bed, children, 
together 

with his uncle, and go talk. Lying on his back with 
eyed and constellations above us one 



more beautiful than the other. Valentin, my older brother, all 
asking: 

- Where people live there? 

Uncle Pasha grin and thoughtfully says: 

- Who knows ... But I think life in the stars 

there ... It can not be that of the millions of planets 
lucky one Earth ... 

I was always attracted to the school. Like 
as well as brother and sister, to prepare the evening 
Lessons have their own pencil case, its slate 
Members and notebooks. Often with envy with 
peers out the window, I spied school 
watching the students at the board of letters piled 
words, writing numbers. As all the children, I 
hurry to grow up. When I was seven 
, his father said: 

- Well, Jura, this fall will go to school... 

In our family, father's authority was unquestioned. 

Strict but fair, he gave us his 

children first learned discipline, respect for 

elders, love of work. Do not apply 

threats, no swearing, no spanking, never cajoled 

and caressed without cause. He did not spoil us, but 

was attentive to our desires. Neighbors loved 

and respected him, and in the kolkhoz considered his 

opinion. The whole life of the father was associated with the farr 



The collective farm was his second home. 

One Sunday my father came running out of the village council. 
We had never seen him so agitated 
and distraught. Like a shot from a shotgun, 
gasped one word: 

-War! 

Mother, as mowed down on zalavok, 
closed the apron face and silently wept. All 
at once suddenly dimmed. Horizon sucked 
clouds. Wind drove down the street dust. Silent in 
village songs. And we boys fell silent and ceased 
their games. On the same day in the village on Gzhatsk 
carts and on a collective farm truck with a plywood 
suitcases left recruits color farm: 
tractor, combine, livestock and field crop. 

The whole farm accompanied guys, going to the front. 

It has been said many parting words, shed 
many tears. 

As water in the flood, war drove all 
closer and closer to our Smolensk. Through the village 
silently, like shadows, were refugees who passed 
wounded, they all move somewhere far to the rear for 
distant lands. They said that the Nazis stripped 
Minsk face of the earth that are bloody battles Yelnia 
and Smolensk. But all believed: the Nazis will not pass 
further. 



September came, and I with my peers 
went to school. It was a long-awaited, 
solemn and yet overshadowed by the war day. 

As soon as we learned with the class, began to withdraw 

the first letter, "A" yes add sticks as 

hear: 

- The Nazis very close, somewhere near Vyazma ... 

And it was on that day flew over our village 
two planes with red stars on the wings. 

The first aircraft that I had seen. 

I did not know what they are called, but now 
I remember one of them was the "Yak" and the other 
"Lagg". "Lagg" was shot down in aerial combat, and 
pilot pulled his last bit of strength to the swamp, 
overgrown with water lilies and reeds. The plane crashed 
and broke, and the pilot, a young man, well 
jumped to the ground. 

Near the marsh, a meadow, sat second 
plane - "Yak." Pilot did not leave a friend in need. 

All we boys ran there immediately. And each 

would even touch the pilots to get into the 

cockpit. We greedily inhaled unknown 

the smell of gasoline, saw ragged holes 

on the wings of machines. The pilots were initiated 

and evil. Gesticulating, they said that 

dear Germans got this warped "lagg". 



They undid her leather jacket, and their 
shirts flashed orders. It was the first 
Order, which I saw. And we boys knew 
what the price of the military awards. 

Everyone in the village wanted to pilot the night 
It was at his house. But they spent the night at his 
"Yak". We're not asleep, and shivering with cold, 
were with them, and young perebaryvaya sleep without 
let down their faces sticky eyes. Morning pilots 
departed, leaving behind sweet memories of himself. 

Each of us wanted to fly, to be the same 

brave and beautiful as they are. We have experienced 

a strange, unknown feeling. 

Events unfolded quickly. Through the village 
The column of trucks quickly, quickly 

was driven wounded. Everyone was talking about the evacuatio 

Tarry was not. First out with the collective farm 

herd Uncle Pasha. Going on their way, and the mother 

with his father, but did not have time. Thunder of artillery 

cannonade, blood stained the sky glow 

fires, and suddenly the village by bicycle 

broke German cyclists. So she went there 

utter mess. Began house-to-house searches: 

Fascists all partisans searched, and taken away on the quiet 
good things, not disdain, and clothing and footwear, and 
grub. 



Our family was kicked out of the house, which took 
German soldiers. I had to dig a dugout in 
her and huddled. Weirdly were nights when the sky 
hooted mournfully Nazi aircraft engines, 
going in the direction of Moscow. Father and mother went 
dark clouds. They are worried not only the fate of 
family, but the fate of the collective farm, all our people. 

The father did not sleep at night, all listened for 

Does thunder Soviet guns do not come there 

our troops, he anxiously whispered to her mother 

of appearing near the Belarusian partisans, 

worried about Valentin and Zoe - they were almost 

adults, and in the neighboring villages of the Gestapo and police 

drove the youth in captivity. 

No radio, no newspapers, no letters - no news 
about what is being done in the country, in the village we have r 
reported. But soon we felt the Germans 
tightly mangled side. Drove through the village of Wounded and 
frostbitten Nazi soldiers. And every day 
more and more. I remember the night my father thrashing 
fire, rose up out of the dugout and stood there, 
came back and said to his mother: 

- Shoot... 

- Maybe the guerrillas? - Asked Mom. 

- No, the regular army. Okoemu rattles around ... 

In the morning a steady stream through the village went 


German cars with soldiers, tanks and guns. 

It already was not the army that recently 

moved to the east. As we learned later, by us 

retreating remnants of the SS division, crushed 

near Moscow. All the villagers were waiting for our loved hours 

release. But the fascists managed to stay on 

lines, and our village remained in their 

near the rear. 











Childhood. Yuri Gagarin (seated center), 
his older brother, Valentin, the younger brother of Boris 
and sister Zoe. 

Our house is now a fancy-grown fascist 
from Bavaria. His name was, it seems, Alberta. He 
engaged in charging batteries for cars 
and hated us, children. I remember once 
younger brother Boris came out of curiosity 
to his studio, and he grabbed his scarf 
tied around his neck, and that scarf hung 
on the apple bough. Suspensions and whinnied like a stallion. 
Well, mother, of course, rushed to Bors, and Bavarian not 
let her. What was I to do? And sorry brother, and 
mother pity. I want to call people -1 can not: filched 
breathing, if not Borka, and I hung up. Was 
Had I grown up I would have showed him that fascist 
damned ... 

Well that the Bavarian clicked a boss 

and my mother and I saved our Boris. They have taken it to 

dugout and almost resulted in a sense. 

Imitating a senior, we boys, slowly, 
as they could harm the Germans. Scattered on the road 
sharp nails and broken bottles, puncture 
German cars tires and Albert this that in 
our house has hosted, the exhaust from 
its engine stuffed rags and debris. He did 



hated and some days did not admit to the dugout. 

I had to spend the night at the neighbors, and there is only 
conversation was how to annoy the Nazis. 

Front albeit slowly, but still closer 
to the village. This even we children felt by 
the rising roar of artillery fire. Soon 
advanced was very close - just eight 
kilometers from our house. The village was packed 
German troops. According to it, we were fired 
guns and bombed it with planes. In particular, 

Fascists plagued our "bedside" - "On 2". All 
night chirping like crickets, and pour and pour 
"Goodies". Since we lived in the fire and smoke. Day and night 
something burning nearby. 

Nothing goes past the children's attentive 
eyes. We guys all saw all noticed. I remember 
flew over the village of six of our aircraft. 

Then came the roar of the bombing. Look back 
returned. But one thing is missing. There were six 
aircraft, and was five. And consider, we could then 
only ten, and subtraction is not passed, 
and realized that one was missing. They began to think: 
where did he go? And here he is. Burns, but flying above the 
street, battered troops, and beats on them from all 
guns. Nazis - in all directions. Noise. Creek. Panic. 

We began to wonder: will reach his or not reach? 



A pilot turned around and back to the column. Now 

showering bombs. And then himself in the thick of the Germans 

crashed. 

- How Gastello! As Gastello! - We cried, 
from adults who knew about the heroism of this man 
surname. 

And the plane and the pilot burned. So no one in the village 

dovedalsya and who he was, where I came from. But each 

knew it was a real Soviet man. To 

the very last breath he beat enemies. All day long 

boys talked about the nameless hero. None 

did not say out loud, but everyone would like to live here as well 

and die for their country. 

"Who will avenge the death of a hero? - Sad 
we thought. - Who will tell of his comrades, he 
died?" 

We soon learned that the plane was hit 

German anti-aircraft gunners, who had entrenched themselves 

behind the village on 

Hill. Retribution came immediately. In the morning 
raided five similar aircraft - now I 

I know that it was a ground-attack aircraft - "Elah" - and mixed 
with the ground and anti-aircraft battery and servants. None 
The Nazis did not survived. Gave great! 

Klushino at the time had been cut off from the world. 

What was going on at the front, no one knew. But how- 
then flew the plane that dropped a pack of leaflets. As 



a flock of white doves, they have long swirled in the sky 
finally dropped the outskirts, on the snowy 
meadow. I grabbed one, glanced, see figure: 
pile of skulls, and sits on top of a raven with a muzzle 
Hitler. And Russian letters. And read them, I can not. 

He looked around to see if the Nazis nearby, because for 
leaflets they fatally punished, put it in his bosom - 
and ran into the dugout. There Zoe read and happily 
laughed 

- Yuri, you know what a victory! 

BnncTOBKepaccKa3biBariocbopa3rpoMe 
Germans at Stalingrad. Joy was 
end. All dugouts was talking about 
the defeat of the Nazis. 

Soon thundered on our front. Began 
Soviet advance. This is where the SS and 
Took Our Valentine and Zoe and in the column, with 
with the other girls and boys, drove to the west, 
to Germany. Mother with other women 
long after the column ran, wringing their hands, and their 
stripped rifle butts, set against 
them dogs. 

Great sorrow fallen on us. And not only we 
- The whole village wash my tears: for every family 
Nazis someone drove into captivity. 

But grief is not infinite, came 



joy, but still is! At midnight the dugout 
We looked for two men in white 
sheepskins, in fur cap, with machine guns, 
covered with frost. Dali's father and began to smoke 
question. It was our intelligence. First 
for all time. We have nothing to eat themselves, but 
zahlopotala mother to feed them, Navara 
potatoes, however, there was no salt. 

Scouts disappeared as silently as they had appeared. 
As if in a dream. I even asked at dawn on them at 
father. He slyly looked at me, smiled, and 
says: 

-1 have a dream ... 

A day later the Germans had left our village. Father 
went out to meet our own and showed where the Nazis 
mined road. All night he secretly watched 
the work of the German engineers. Our colonel, 
in high astrakhan hat and green uniform 
on his coat, with all the people told his father 
thanks and kissed him as a soldier. 

My father went into the army, and were three of us - 
Mom, I Boriska. Everyone on the farm now refueled 
women and adolescents. 

After two years, I went back to 
to school. Into four classes, we had one 
teacher - Xenia Gerasimovna Filippov. 



Were in the same room at once the first and third 

classes. And when the end of our lessons, we succeeded 

second and fourth grades. There was no ink, no 

pencils or notebooks. Chalkboard spotted 

but the chalk was found. Learn to write in the old 

newspapers. If you managed to get the wrapping 

paper or a piece of old wallpaper, all rejoiced. On 

of arithmetic no longer piled sticks, 

and cartridge cases. We, the boys, all pockets 

were full of them. 

From his older brother and sister for a long time there was no 
news. But escaped from captivity and returned 
neighbors in the village told that Valentine and 
Zoe also escaped from the Nazis and were to serve 
in the Soviet Army. Soon came the triangle 
letter with a stamp field post, and I syllables 
read mother that wrote to us Zoe. And she wrote, 
which is the case for Veterinary in cavalry 
parts. Then came a letter from Valentine. He 
fought with the Nazis on the tank turret was 
shooter. I was glad that my brother and sister are alive and 
still proud of that they clobber Nazis from 
we have suffered so much. 

Father away with the army went. From his youth he 
ill, and the Germans with hunger, he started 
More and gastric ulcer. Him to a military hospital in 



Gzhatsk, and stayed in it serve as a non-combatant. 

And served and treated simultaneously. 

The war lasted a long time - it seemed like an eternity, the 
all aching soul: because each were close 
on the front. 

Postman was the most welcome guest in every 
dugout. Every day he brought a joyful, 
what sad news. One was awarded the Order, 
another killed. 

In class, we hung an old map of Europe, 
after school and we rearranged her red 
checkboxes victorious advance of our 
troops. 

- Soviet soldiers liberated Bucharest! 

- Sofia! 

- Rode in Belgrade - the capital of Yugoslavia! 

- Soviet forces began fighting in the 
German soil! 

- They're in Austria - with tears of joy in 

eyes informed us Xenia Gerasimovna pleasant 
news. 

- Under the influence of the Soviet Army's victories in 
Europe is growing resistance movement, 

inflames the guerrilla struggle, cracking the rear 
Nazi Germany. 

We stood for hours at the map, studied 



geography on military Sovinformburo report. 

Textbooks were not, and many boys learned 
read "infantry combat regulations," the forgotten 
soldiers in the village hall. 

Although much has been in the statute is unclear, the book 
kids loved it required from each 
order and discipline. 

All waited for the war, and that's something 
just ran out of the village council mother, smelling 
plowed land, hugged me, kissed: 

- Hitler kaput, our troops have taken Berlin! 

I ran outside and saw that 

weather cleared up in the court of spring, blooming gardens, 

above his head, blue sky and presinee it sing 

larks. Surged as yet honest report, 

happy thoughts and feelings, even spinning 

head. I waited for a speedy return of brother and sister. 

Now commence a new, nothing overshadows 
a life full of sunshine. Since childhood, I love 
the sun! 

The war ended, and my father left 
Gzhatsk rebuild destroyed invaders 
city. He moved there from our old village 
wooden houses and then assemble it. But I 
he could not forget our old house in 
Klushino surrounded by lilac bushes, currant and 



euonymus, mugs and mugwort, blue bear 

ears - all the things that connected me with my childhood. 

Now we are living in Gzhatsk on Leningrad 
street. And the school I was now different. Me 
was in the third grade Gzhatsk basic school 
at Teachers College. School is preparing 
primary school teachers. Future teachers 
their practice in our four-year school. 

With us to very young 
yHMTenbHi/iMaHMHaBacMnbeBHaJleSefleBa. 

Attentive, well-read, she was rooting for everyone. 

She led all the items. She estimates that I studied 

okay. Nina often told us about 

Lenin showed the book, which was published 

report card with marks schoolboy Volodya Ulyanov. There 

were solid five. 

- So you guys need to learn as well 
well, - said Nina. 

My classmates drew portraits 

Vladimir Ilyich wrote poems about him. Many have 

our class drew and sochinitelstvovali. But 

I did not have this tendency -1 loved more 

arithmetic. It was a good school, nice guys 

were in it. Many had no father - died 

in the war, many were orphans. Each 

of them suffered during the war, saw the horrors perpetrated by 



occupiers have experienced the pain of hunger and injustice - a 
that can neither forget nor forgive. The children with 
eventually become adults. 

Two years have passed, I passed my first life 
exams in Russian language and arithmetic and 
transferred to another school in the fifth grade. There 
I joined the Pioneer organization. In House 
pioneers engaged in the brass band, participated 
in the drama club, acted in school plays. 

Lived as lived all Soviet children my age. 

At this time, I came across a book that has left 
bright mark for life. It was a story of Leo 
Tolstoy's "Prisoner of the Caucasus." I liked him very much 
Russian officer Zhilin, his persistence and courage. 

Such a person is never lost. Once in captivity, he 
ran and even helped run Kostylin, man 
faint of heart. Tatar Dean was also charming. 

Re-reading the story, I always compared him 
heroes with familiar people. After all, my brother 
Valentin also escaped from captivity. And there I found 
features beloved me Zilina. 
PyccKyHDJiMTepaTypynpenoflaBanaOnbra 
Stepanovna Raevskaya - our teacher, 
attentive, caring woman. It was there 
something from our mothers - and demands 
kindness, strictness and kindness. It trains 



We love the Russian language, respect the book helped 
understand the writing. From it, we learned how 
Pushkin and Lermontov worked as they were killed 
duels, which was Gogol, wrote their 
grandfather of Krylov's fables. We recited Maxim 
Gorky: "Puffin screaming flies, black lightning 
such as an arrow pierces the clouds, waves, foam 
wing breaks." 

Boys and girls studied together, sat 
next to some parties, helped each other. In 
sixth grade, I was elected prefect. I was friends 
then, and now I continue to be friends, and Valya 
Petrov and Eugene Vasiliev. Glorious were 
comrades. We helped each other lessons. 

Petrov now Gzhatsk works technician 

forest reclamation on service and supply station. 

Vasiliev works in Moscow. Friends with us 
Tonya Durasova. Cute, inquisitive little girl, with 
clear, open look. She is now a saleswoman 
in one of Gzhatsko stores. 

Taught physics at school Lev Mikhailovich 
Bespalov. Interesting man! He arrived from 
Army and always wore a military jacket, but without 
epaulettes. During the war he served in the air force unit, not 
navigator, not the gunner-radio operator. 

He was thirty years old, but his face can be 



to understand that this man had seen much, much 
experienced. 

Lev Mikhailovich in a small physical 
study showed us experiments similar to 
witchcraft. Pour into a bottle of water, will introduce the 
frost - and the bottle will burst like a grenade. Or 
hold a comb through her hair, and we hear the crackle 
and see blue sparks. He might be interested in. 
guys, and we remembered the same physical laws 
easily as poetry. At every lesson learned that- 
something new, interesting and exciting. He introduced 
us with a compass, with the simplest electrical machines. 
From him we learned how to help a fallen apple 
Newton discovered the law of gravity. Then 
I, of course, could not suspect that I would have 
come to grips with the nature of, and overcoming power 
this law off the ground, but vague 
anticipation, expectation of something significant is 
is the origin of me. 

The school organized a technical pioneers 
circle. His soul was Lev Mikhailovich. We've done 
flying model aircraft, procured gasoline 
motor, set it to the fuselage, smasterenny 
of reeds, casein glue attached wings. 

That's the joy was when the model took to the 
air, and gaining altitude, flew, alert, as 



dragonfly! With us rejoice and matematichka 
Zinaida Komarov, deputy head teacher and 
Supreme Soviet Iraida D. 

Trinity. And Lev Mikhailovich almost seriously 
promised: 

- Be you, boys, pilots ... 



The ranks of the Working Class 


After graduating in Gzhatsk six years of high school, 

I began to think about the future. Like 

to learn, but I knew that my father and mother can not 

give me a higher education. Earnings they 

small, but in our family - six. I seriously 

thinking that you first need to learn how- 

a craft, get a work qualification 

enter the plant, and then continue 

education. So does the older generation, 

Those who built the Dnieper and Magnitogorsk, 
laid Turksib, founded Komsomolsk-on- 
Amur. And now, after the war, many of them entered 
the same way. 

I thought about it all alone, was consulted 
no one - probably because his mother will not let me. 

To her, I was still a child. But privately 
figured if leave of Gjatsk, only in Moscow. Nor 
never having been in it, I was in love with our capital 
collecting postcards with photos of the Kremlin 
towers, bridges across the Moskva River, monuments. Though 
I myself have not painted, but was eager to visit 
Tretyakov Gallery. He dreamed of a walk to the Red 
Square bow great Lenin. 



And I had a clue about Moscow. After all, 
there lived a father's brother - Savely Ivanovic, who worked 
in building office. He had two daughters - 
Antonina and Lydia, my cousins. When I 
said the house to let me go to my uncle Savely, 
mother began to cry, and his father, thinking, said: 

- The good thing you decided, Yuri. Go on ... The 
Moscow still has not disappeared. 

Teachers discouraged: it is necessary, they say, the seven 
classes. But I already tried not to change 
Once decisions. I collected on the road. 

The train was worried: How to Meet in Moscow? 

My uncle lived on a modest income, but here in his 
family was added an extra mouth. But meet me 
well, I would say, even very good. Strongly 
happy cousins. 

The first days, they showed all the capital 
its beauty, and then took me to Tonya 
Lyubertsy on agricultural machinery plant. There 
a trade school recruited youth. More 
in Gzhatsk I decided that I would learn a turner in 
pinch become fitter. And now it turns out 
this pattern: the plumbing department and turning 
take seven-year education. And I have only 
six classes, right even cry! 

- Do not worry, man, - director 



vocational school - will take you to 

casters ... Vidal Pushkin monument in Moscow? 

Brother, foundry work. 

This argument struck me, and I with a light heart 
agreed, so caster caster. 

The exams were hard. I passed them, was 

enrolled in school. Gave me my first life 

uniform - a cap with the logo of the working 

on the band, a neat shirt, pants, boots, 

coat, with white belt buckle. All this 

winged figure and growth. On the same day I 

the last money was photographed. Received 

cards and I do not believe I am this or do not I? Photos, 

of course, immediately sent home and friends, See 

supposedly admire what I've become, like an officer. 

A few days later a master Nikolai 

Krivov took us to the factory. This is the famous factory. 

Nikolai Petrovich said that the machines are here 
do, can be found in the fields in every corner 
Soviet land. And I remembered that we have in the village 
were machines with brand Luberets plant. 

First, the master showed us the mechanical 
workshops, where we saw a lot of machines and, of course, still 
did not understand what was happening. Then Nikolai 
led us to the future work - the foundry. 

Here we are quite dismayed - everywhere you look, fire, smoke, 



a jet of molten metal. Everywhere workers in 
overalls busy. 

- A beginners profit - happy high 

mustachioed foreman - eyeing, get used 

to deal with fire. - And then he added proudly: - 

Fire is strong and the water power of fire, the earth is water, 

but most of all people! 






Yuri Gagarin - the apprentice caster Lube rets 
agricultural machinery factory. 

We are all afraid of: that's something goes wrong 
top hit, will nail. Or break out the hot metal 
and burn. Huddled for Nikolai Petrovich, tried 
not depart from it on a step. 

The wizard then took us to a mechanized 
foundry. There's a white cast iron medium 
and detail the cars. He drove us to 
thermal furnaces, annealing showed production, 
explained how brittle metal into a viscous, 
ductile iron. And, strangely enough, by the end of the day we 
get used to the plant and is no longer afraid of him, as 
first. 

Soon, I was assigned to the machine - taught 
specialty molder. Next to the machine 
moving conveyor. We are doing the form, put 
rods, cover flask - and on the conveyor. 

By the end of the day comes to a master. Grabbed his head 
- What are you, my dear fellows, drive continuous 
marriage? 

The bars we put a little skewed, 
marriage and, indeed, it turned out a lot. Master 
each of us has shown how to work. On the other 
day things got better. 

We lived, artisans, in a hostel in 



wooden house. Our room, on fifteen 
people on the ground floor. We lived 

together peacefully and harmoniously. In all there was an order 

got up and went to the same time, went together 

in the dining room - it fed us for free, together 

ran to the cinema and the stadium is right there under 

sideways, in a green frame of poplars. 

Crafts - people romantic. At the time, 

We argued a lot of heroism. They said that 
feats are different. There are those that require 
from person instant solutions, the choice between 
life and death. These feats we classified 
manly affairs Nicholas and Alexandra Gastello 
Matrosov. 

But we like a great feat, which 

People say, the whole of life - a solid feat! So 

Speaking of people, their whole life is subject to 

one main goal and fought for it, not 

retreating. The clearest example of this - the life of Vladimir 

Lenin. 

We read all the books about Lenin, the available 
in our library. 

We were interested in revolutionary activities 
Artem, we admired biography of Mikhail Frunze. 

Sentenced by the court to the king's death, Frunze 
themselves in prison studied foreign languages 


in the hope that they still need him, and they 
useful to him: he escaped from prison. 

Frunze truly knew "one, but a fiery passion." 

How many times in the hostel to read the words of Michael 

Vasilyevich, which I remember to this day: "We, 

suicide, usually slept five hours 

am keenly listening to every sound ... This 

were tragic hours. At this time in front of everyone 

led away to hang. From quiet comrades hear 

words: "Farewell, life! Freedom, goodbye! "Next 

clink of chains and irons is more and more quietly. 

Then iron doors creak jails, and 
to improve. Guys sitting and wondering, "Whose turn 
tomorrow night? That's really the fifth increase." The tears 
a little." 

I mention these exciting line then to 
youth to know: the revolutionary struggle of senior 
generation demanded sacrifices and constant heroism. 
The shop I fell in love. I no longer envy 
turners. Work goes, and every day 
things get interesting. I liked 
wake up with the first factory whistles and 
washed with cold water, to go outside, 
to flow into the stream of workers rushing to pass 
plant. At work, I have always walked with pride. With 
Every day this pride strengthened: adults, 



skilled workers were talking to us, 
artisans, as equals. And then came 
and the first pay. Partly, of course - just 
thirty rubles. But these were the first earned 
I have money. Half of them I sent the mother in 
Gzhatsk on farming. I would love to help 
family, to feel like an adult. 

In the vocational school at the same time we 
were theoretical training and practice. 

I must admit that the guys do not really love 
classroom training. They are more attracted to 
molding the earth, to the molten metal. 

But we had a teacher, a small, 
inconspicuous old man. Name I, unfortunately, 
forgotten. He taught drawing - an exact science and 
necessary for many professionals. Somehow gave 
he told me to draw one piece, then another, a third. 
And more and more difficult. I became interested in 
eventually became a good draw and read complicated 
drawings. I knew that it is useful in the future. 

While I was studying, I wanted to know more 
more. The library took technical books 
and was angry that in a day of only 24 hours. 

At all is not enough time. Wished years 
perished in vain for the Nazi occupation. I 
some wanted to finish college, do 



to college to become an engineer. But to enter the 
Institute required secondary education. Together 
with his friends - Timothy Chugunov, too 
our, Smolensk, and Alexander of Petushkova 
Kaluga region we did in seventh grade 
Lyuberetskaya night school Ns 1. We supported 
each other, help each other, always held 
three. 

Was difficult. It is necessary and in the factory work 
and theoretical studies in the craft combined with 
studies in the seventh grade. The teachers here 
caught are good. I was lucky to teachers all 
life. 

I studied for one year. This 1950/51 academic 
year for me was chaotic and hectic. Me 
all drawn somewhere. 

Teacher noticed that I want to study further 
and never give up teaching, until I 
Education, offered to go to Leningrad 
gymnastic school. After all, I am among the workers 
the plant has proved a good athlete 
repeatedly won prizes in competitions. 

I passed qualifying tests in Mytishchi 
at five passed the final exam and returned 
in Lyubertsy. And then I said, we can proceed 
the Saratov Industrial Technical School in their 



casting profession. 

- A sport - they say - you can do anywhere ... 

And it's true! Every athlete, no matter how it may be 
master must have some kind of specialty and 
productive work. Not a man 
sports and sport for the people 
Irons, cock and I went to the director 
trade school and asked for directions to the 
Saratov Industrial Technical School. He sincerely 
responded to our request. We got free 

tickets, boarded the train and had given up on the Volga, where 
of the 

We have not been there. 

Saratov we liked. We arrived there in 
August. They settled in the dorm at Michurinskaya 
street, at number 21, - and right on the Volga. On the banks 
This beautiful river was born the great Lenin. We have long 
stood on the pier and enjoy the speed of flow, 
boundless medals. This picture is in harmony with the 
our high spirits, because we were 
a new, not yet come to know life, to become 
students. 

All who came to college worry: how 

pass the exams? And we, Lyubertsy, exams 

surrender is not necessary: we have excellent scores for seven 

classes. The only thing that was required, - pass 

test in manufacturing practices. But each of 




live: everything is based on precise calculations. Each 
wanted to buy a slide rule. 

BTexH n Ky Me 14a pnnflyxTO Bap n mecKOM 
mutual aid. We, the youth, watched as 
behave older, listening to their views, 
tried to imitate them. "Sam dies, and fellow 
save me,said sometimes ex-soldiers. 

It was something they already know, which is close to me. In 
Each of them stood out the features of the two pilots 



which had to be seen in the first days of the war in 

village and are so amazed when my imagination 

breadth of their hearts. College was for me, and 

for all the members of the Komsomol, not only the school of 

knowledge, but 

and a wonderful school life. 

Every day, students are more and more 
manifested a taste for classes. Deuce gradually 
disappeared, they were replaced by three, and then they almosl 
no more. In his spare time, we have devoted much 
sports, organized basketball team. I 
is an apprenticeship addicted to this 
fast, live game. Our team participated 
in city competitions and won first place 
Saratov among colleges. In winter, three times a 
week we trained in the gym. Was 
I have a friend - Toll Navalikhin. He pulled on 
Ski in suburban trees covered with snow. But 
I preferred basketball. Ski walking, but not so 
much and often as the others. 

The hostel I stayed in the room, where, except for me, 
there were fourteen boys. They lived together, 
as they say, in close quarters, but not mad. Evenings 
children often played chess. Even tournaments 
organized. But I did not take part in them, the soul 
I have been more active games. Sit for hours on 
one place I could not. 



We received a small stipend - fifty 
rubles per month in the first year, and one hundred rubles 
last. While the State shoes us, clothe, 

Helm, still had to rely strictly 

their costs. However, we find the means and the 

then to go to the theater and cinema. In Saratov 

good Opera House. There I listened to "Mermaid" 

Dargomyzhsky, "Carmen" by Bizet, "The Queen of Spades" 

Tchaikovsky. Impressed by the opera 

Glinka's "Ivan Susanin". Watching the show, I 

as if he was on the scene with the Russian people, 

fighting against the enemies of the country. 

In the movie, we visited often. Used to go 
company, after studying at the college and a girl. 

After each film necessarily shared 

views, arguing. I liked the movie "The Story 

of a Real Man ", made from a book by Boris 

Field. I watched it several times, and the book 

also read more than once. It shows good 

power of the spirit of the Soviet people. Alexei Maresyev 

- A prototype of the hero of "The Story of a Real Man" 

-1 was stronger favorite heroes Jack 

London, he was closer to me in spirit and aspirations. 

I often tried to figure to himself, as if done, 

Bring me to get into the same trouble, as 
Maresjev. Since childhood, I loved the image of Gadfly, 



created by Ethel Lilian Voynich in the same 
novel. It was a favorite hero boys. I read: 

"His chest was hidden by a handkerchief dropped by 
Montanelli. He showered kisses on this scarf 
and wept over him all night, as the living 
being ... "And I saw in front of this crumpled 
scarf, felt his salty humidity, could hear 
shots of soldiers, shooting at Gadfly. 

I loved the Gadfly, but Maresyev love stronger. 

He was a contemporary of mine, lived with us 
on the same land, and I wanted to meet him, 
shake his manly hand. 

Literature taught us Nina 
Ruzanova, attentive, caring teacher, 
in love with his subject. She made a list of 
books, so please read them to everyone. 

The list includes all the series' story of a young 
Human XIX century ", which at one time 
edited by Maxim Gorky. She introduced us 
masterpieces of Russian and world classics. Up to now, 

I remember the excitement that gripped me when I read 

"War and Peace" by Leo Tolstoy. Most in this 

wonderful book I liked the battle scenes 

Defenders of the Motherland and the images from the Napoleor 

invasions - Tushin artillery commander 

Regiment of Prince Andrei Bolkonsky, officers Rostov 



Dolokhov, Denisov. And Field Marshal Kutuzov, 
lifelike, appeared before my eyes. 

At the time I read "The Song of Hiawatha" 

American poet Longfellow, works 
Victor Hugo and Charles Dickens. I read a lot, 
making up for not having time to do as a child. As 
and all of my peers, was fond of Jules Verne, 

Conan Doyle and HG Wells. We knew 

that the English writer interested in the Soviet 

Russia, in the lean years, he came to Moscow 

talked to Vladimir Lenin and 

wrote the book "Russia in the Shadows." We wanted 

read this book, but could not get it: in 

Saratov city library was not there. 

HG Wells doubted Lenin's plan 
electrification. But we own 

eyes have seen the bottom on the Volga barge convoys 
transported materials for the construction of the Kuibyshev 
hydropower. What foresight Lenin foresaw, 
accomplishes our eyes hardworking hands 
Soviet people. 

In a very interesting time passed, our 
youth! We had to hurry up with the teaching. We 
were everywhere needed. And in our country and abroad 
mass events occurred, worry all 
College students, especially us scouts. 



Somewhere far, far away, a small 
freedom-loving people of Korea reflects hordes 
the largest capitalist countries - 
United States of America. We began our 
day with, listened to the radio reports of the battles 
in Korea. Then we found out the names of the heroes of Korea 
Democratic People's Republic pilots Lee 
Dong Kyu and Kim Ki Oka. "The truth," wrote about their 
bravery and courage, that they each hit 
a half dozen U.S. "Sabres." Many 
s people attended his fight and learn from the heroism 
Soviet people, and we were pleased to read about 
the Korean people learned courage from the Soviet 
people in the fight against the American invaders 
made themselves famous Korean guerrilla 
Kosmodemyanskoy named Zoe and Alexis Maresyev. 

Chinese People's Volunteer Huang Chi-kuang 
deliberately repeated the feat Alexander Matrosov 
for reading a book about him and saw a movie about him, 
shook him to the core. 

Reading about it in the newspaper, Toll Navalikhin 
exclaimed: 

- Here it is the best evidence that only 
strong character may result in another strong 
character! 

It was an echo of our still continues 



Disputes of heroism. 

noHTMBcecTyfleHTbiTexHMKyMa6bmi/i 

Komsomol members. I was elected a member of the 
Komsomol organization. 

Social work were many, especially since 
I served as Secretary of more local 
sportivnogoobschestva "T rudovyerezervy." 

We had to save every minute to with 
all cope. 

After the end of the third year I wanted to 
buy a new suit, and had no money. 

- Listen, Gagarin, do you not go fizruka 
children's home in the camp for the summer? - Offered me 
Secretary of the Communist League. - Rested, and 
earn a little... 

I loved the children and agreed. 

Summer camp is in a wonderful 

place, all in green, on the river. There I was first 

in life had to conduct educational work. 

I must say, the guys were caught alive, and some 

even the "bad." They were glad that went from 

teachers' eyes, and shalili swing. The whole camp 

There were only two men, if I'm at a time 

could be called so - yes I blind accordionist 

Ivan, a man of fine ear and a large 

the music of the soul. We, as they could to help young 



Tanya Andreeva educator and head teacher of children 
House Elena Alexeyevna. 

The work at the camp gave me a lot. Not infrequently 
evening, when the boys, for the oncoming day 
asleep soundly, we Elena Alekseevna 
there were intimate conversations. We talked about how 
important in human life discipline. 

- From discipline to heroism - one step - 
said this experienced teacher. 

She claimed that every child - is 
the whole world. Properly understand it - then 
find the right way to becoming a man, to help 
Children's hearts become stronger to overcome future 
difficulties of life. 

Summer camp passed quickly. I'm back 
home and bought a new suit, shoes, watches. 

In short, everything went well - and practice 
educator and the money was earned. 

Came the last year of teaching at the college. From 
books and textbooks, we are more and more shifted 
to practice, to internships in industry. First 
I was sent to Moscow for the plant named Voykova and 
then in Leningrad plant "Volcano." The first days 
I and my friend went to Theodore Petrunin 
in Leningrad, seized unprecedented enthusiasm. 

Just think of it - we are in the city, which became the cradle 



October! We went to the Smolny, where Lenin 

led the revolution, sent teams of workers 

soldiers first sailors to storm the Winter Palace. Here is the 

Winter. Neva. The legendary "Aurora". 

No city in the world with such a rich revolutionary 
history, as Leningrad. Everything here reminds 
against. And the walls of the fortress, and 
iron bridge across the Neva, and the former housing 
Putilov factory where my grandfather worked 
Timothy Matveev. We went to St. Isaac 
Cathedral, photographed at the monument to Peter 
Great. Fyodor declaimed: 


About a powerful lord of fate! 

You do not you just above the abyss, 
At the height of the iron bridle 
Russia lifted for the buck? 


The city worked Pushkin, Gogol, 

Dostoevsky ... Here at Senate Square 
tsarist troops fired buckshot on Decembrists ... 

At the Winter Palace in the January 1905 Sunday 
the year the king shot workers ... All the history of Russian 
the working class was unfolding before my eyes. We 
rushed to the Finland Station to see 
bronze Lenin on the armored car. 

The days we spent in the factory and in the evenings 



went to museums, theaters. Working at night 
change, we spent three days at the Hermitage, among 
treasures of world art. Were in Russian 
museum, admiring paintings of our famous 
artists. All of us enjoyed in Leningrad - 
its architecture, its monuments. We 
Petrunin with long standing near the rearing 
bronze horses on Anichi-kovom bridge. Great 
impression on me, and the monument destroyer 
"Steregushchy" on the Petrograd side. I long 
peered into the faces of the Russian sailors who opened 
Kingston, sank himself and his ship, but not 
surrendered to the enemy - the Japanese samurai. 

Having been in Leningrad, we immediately began 
mature, spiritually richer. It is one thing - to read 
in books on how to take the Winter, and another 
- To see the arch of the General Staff of the former, 
beneath which the Red Guards began the attack, 
most go to the Palace Square, visit 

in the halls of the Winter Palace, where it was temporarily arresl 

Kerensky government... Back in Saratov, 

we have long remembered the beauty of Leningrad, in detail 

talked about the city of Russian glory mates 

rate. 

OflHMMM3nK)6HMblXMOMXnpeflMeTOBB 

College, as before in the school continued 



remain physics. Here she taught a 
a wonderful teacher, as Leo M. 

Bespalov. Many of us with deep respect 

treated this sensitive, highly educated 

man - Nikolai Ivanovich Moskvin. Physics 

- The subject of a fascinating but difficult. Not knowing 

mathematics, it is difficult to understand. His lectures 

our physicist interesting read, figuratively, it's exciting. 

For those who did not know the subject, he ruthlessly put 
two, and then demanded to correct them. Nicholas 
Ivanovich left alone lackadaisical student 
as long as he does not assimilate what they do not know. 

- The technician can not ignore physics - he said 
us - earth rotates on the laws of physics. 

M0CKBMH0praHM30Banc})M3MHeCKMMKpy>K0K, 

which participants made presentations. 

There were reports of Newton's laws, the mechanics, 
on developments in the electricity. Nicholas I 
Ivanovic asked to make a presentation on the work 
Russian scientist Lebedev's radiation pressure. 

Members of the circle like the report. And then I took 

for another topic - "K. Tsiolkovsky and 

doctrine of rocket motors and planetary 

travel." To do this I had to read 

and a collection of science fiction 

Tsiolkovsky, and all related books 



This question, which in the library. 

Tsiolkovsky turned my whole soul. It 
was stronger and Jules Verne, and HG 
Wells, and other science fiction writers. All of the above 
science and scientists confirm his own 
experiments. Tsiolkovsky wrote that for 
era propeller planes coming era aircraft 
jet. And they are already flying in our skies. 

Tsiolkovsky wrote about rockets, and they have 
scoured the stratosphere. In short, all foreseen 
genius Tsiolkovsky came to pass. Should have been 
what happened, and his dream of a manned 
cosmic expanse. I finished my report 
Tsiolkovsky words: "The world 
will not remain forever on earth, but in the pursuit of 
light and space, at first timidly penetrate 
outside the atmosphere, and then conquer all 
circumsolar space." 

Read, and felt my heart trembled and 
beat faster. 

All members of our circle were amazed by 
and depth of thought of the scientist. This phrase, similar 
on a formula that drew my attention to another Lion 
M. Bespalov Gzhatsk in high school. 

But then I did not understand its meaning as understood 
now. And it may be, from that day, I 



there is a new disease that has no name in 
medicine - the irrepressible desire to space. This feeling 
was vague, unconscious, but it is lived in me, 
worried, no rest. 



I become pilots 


Classes at the college went on as usual. But 
worth it to hear the roar of the aircraft flying, 
pilot found in the street, and at once the soul 
getting warmer. It was all the same, yet 
deliberate thrust into the air. I knew that in Saratov 
is flying club. Among the children of it was good fame. 

But to do there, it was necessary to have a mean 
education. Feeling overwhelmed me worried 
Victor also Porohnyu and Zhenya Steshin - also 
students of our college. One uses Victor 
and excitedly shouted: 

- Guys, great news! In Aeroclub take 
fourth-technical... 

That evening the three of us went to the flying club. 

We have applied for, and passed all the commission began 

do. First flight theory, familiarity with 

equipment of aircraft and aircraft engines. On 

Initially we were disappointed even those boring 

classes. Thought, just get on the airfield, 

let us fly. And then all the same classes, the task at 

board yes textbooks. The road to the airport, to the aircraft, 

was much longer than we had imagined. 

Very stressful for us were the first 



months of 1955. Had to work in two 

draft: the day engaged in college, and in the evening 

- The flying club. And then arrived in time protection 

Diploma Project - had to tamp 

up to four years of college. Me 

got a complicated subject - development 

krupnoseriinogo foundry production 

nine thousand tons of castings per year. Also, I 

was to develop a technology for manufacturing 

details and methods of industrial training 

apprenticeship in the construction of these 

details. 

flnnnoMHanpa6oTaTpe6oBanaMHo>KecTBa 

HepTe>KeM.MnHepa3flo6pbiMcnoBOM 

Luberets didst remember an old teacher 
instilled in me a taste for drawing. Materials 
required for graduation, I took in the library 
College and in the technical department of city 
knigohranilischa.Opyt, hotyainebolshoy, 
previously acquired in a trade school, on 
Lyubertsy plant and during internship 
Moscow and Leningrad, and came in handy. Gradually 
thesis project to acquire appropriate shape, 
replenished with new and new considerations. 

While working on his degree, I tried not to miss 
classes at the flying club. There we also already finished 



learning theory exams. Tire 

death and barely getting to bed, fell asleep 

instantly, without dreams. I really wanted to 

as soon as possible to begin training flights. After all, I still 

then never, even as a passenger, not 

rose into the air. What if zaboyus whirled 

head or become sick? After all elders 

told all about flying ... 

But before you start training flights, it was believed 
make at least one parachute jump. 

- Let's see, daring you guys - with a sly 
grin said our pilot-instructor Dmitry 
P. Martyanov. 

He was a young, older than me by several years, 

tightly knit, very tall people. The flying club 

He came from a fighter regiment, told 

us that he graduated from military school Borisoglebskoe 

pilots, and very proud of the fact that at one time 

studied there Valery Chkalov. After serving a 

time in the army, he was discharged and went to work 

Aero Club instructor. After serving in the army 

he could go to any institution, be 

engineer or agronomist, but went to the flying club. 

-1 can not terminal, I can not fly - 
he confessed. 

Azarov was original pilot and could not live without 



wings. Cadets of our group came to liking 
and its commitment to aviation, and clarity to the 
he taught us from the first day of exploring. 

It was a kind of "military stone", immediately 

distinguishes stroevika of civilians. To 

high discipline and order Kallistov 

accustomed from childhood. After his military life he 

began in the Suvorov Military School. We believed that this 

stager will not rest until we make 

pilots. 

Finally assigned parachute. Twice 
at night we went to the airport and, experiencing, 
waiting for us to go up in the air. But we do not 
lucky: no suitable weather. Sleepy, 
alarmed, we came back to college and 
sat at theses. Their is surely for us 
no one will do! 

On the third night at the airport and drove us 
girls - students of Saratov College. Them 
also have to jump. I look at them, and they are pale, 
confused. Is it possible that I have a look? Girls 
joke: 

- Why are you so calm? Probably not 
time jump? 

- No, -1 say - for the first time ... 

Do not believe me girls. Only when we have become 



wear a parachute, made sure that I am not lying. 

I went wrong deal with straps and carabiners 

the same as theirs. I was not used. Back 

large backpack with main parachute. In front 

also pack a smaller one - with a spare. Neither sit nor 

get up or turn around ... How could I think that I will do 

there, in the air, with all this? It is as if 

tied my hands and feet... 

Since childhood, I did not like to wait. Especially if 
knew that there difficulty, danger. It is better 
to boldly go to meet her, but what equivocate 
delay. So I was delighted when, after 
the first "sighting" jump Kallistov 
cried out: 

- Gagarin! By plane ... 

I have already gasped. After all, it was my 
first flight, which had to finish the jump 
with a parachute. I do not remember how we took off, 
as "On-2" found himself at a given height. Only 
see the instructor shows his hand: get out, they say, to 
wing. Well, I somehow got out of the cab, got to 
plane and clung tightly with both hands to a side 
cab. And on the ground and look terrible: it is somewhere 
below, far, far away. Scary ... 

- Do not worry, Yuri, the girls look below! - 
playfully shouted instructor. - Ready? 



- Ready! -1 answered. 

-Well, go! 

I pushed away from the rough side of the aircraft, 
as taught, and rushed down like a cliff. 

Pulled the ring. A parachute will not open. I want 
call out and I can not: air breathing scores. And 
then hand involuntarily reached for a spare ring 
parachute. Where is it? Where? Suddenly, a strong 
jerk. And the silence. I gently sway in the sky at 
white dome of the main parachute. He revealed, 

Of course, at the time - that I was too early to think 
on reserve. Since aviation has taught me my first lesson: 
while in the air, no doubt in the art, not 
Take snap decisions. 

It takes a minute. Listen to yourself - all 
the procedure, the heart is working normally, and his knock 
there is no louder than the ticking of the clock on the hand. 
After me for the same "On 2" put the little girl, 
which all made fun of me in the bus. On 
land it was brisk, and the air was confused. 

Climbed out on the wing, startled - neither there nor here. 
And returned it to the instructor at the airfield. None of the 
It did not laugh. Each is the first time can 
happen. 

When jumping over, Dmitry Pavlovich 
asked: 



- Do you want to fly with me, "Jake?" 

As one might disagree! I sit in the back 
cab, tied straps. Azarov advises 

so I looked at the ground, guided by her, 

Determine the height of the flight. But how to determine that? 

Look at first, breath, and do not understand 

what's what. But, as has happened many times with me, I 

quickly mastered the new situation and admired 

ground from the height of bird flight. What a 

colorful and beautiful our land, if you look 

on top of her! Trees and shrubs seem low, 

level with the grass, huge slices of rye 

bread blacken plowed kolkhoz fields; visible 

road grader, clearly emerges 

each path, cows and cowherd, with his 

head to the sky. Once upon a time I was as 

they ripped off his knees, and often broke his nose, 

dreamed of a fairy wings, were suffering thirst for 

unknown and finally took off, and the flight 

filled me with pride, gives meaning to all of my 

life. 

We passed around the circle, and then took Martyanov 
the car in the area and began to show stunt 
aerobatics. 

- This is a turn - he said on Aircraft 
intercom - as a loop Nesterov ... 




Yuri 


Gagarin 
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Saratov 





Industrial Technical School. 

And the plane did a thing like that to me at once 
wanted to land. A Martyanov continued his 
patterns. I do not understand why he stuns me 
cascade shapes. And it had to be him in order 
from once to decide whether to get out of me 
pilot or not? Conclusion for himself, he made me 
yes, because when he landed, his 
face expressed satisfaction. 

- Well, well, flies again tomorrow? - 

he asked and looked searchingly into my eyes. 

- I'm ready to fly though all day - blurted 
me. 

Perhaps this phrase and was somewhat 
boastful, but I said it from the heart. 

- Do you like to fly? 

I said nothing. Words were powerless, only 
music could convey a sense of joyful flight. 

Hepe3HecKonbKOflHeMBTexHMKyMe 

defended a diploma. My work 

completed and received a diploma from the 

CapaTOBCKoroMHflycTpuanbHoroTexHMKyMac 

OTnnHneM.rocyflapcTBeHHaa3K3aMeHauMOHHaa 

commission gave me a qualified technician 

caster. Difficult living abroad was taken. 

You can go to production, you can continue 



teaching. I was standing at a crossroads. Nothing I did not 

bound. Parents help brother and 

sister, my family, I have not yet acquired. Where 

wanted, there and gone. To my knowledge all 

useful. There were great creative 

operation. Comrades were leaving who Magnitogorsk 

who in the Donbass, who in the Far East, and each called 

with you. I'm a friend of many, used to live in 

team, in the dorms, never have I not 

it was his room. 

Comrades went, but I could not tear himself away: 
strong roots grown in the land of the Saratov 
airport... I could not give up the job. And when 
the flying club said the other day the students go 
in camp, I agreed to go there. 

In camps near the airfield, short-covering 
grass, for we had already broken up the tent, as if 
sails, Clap in the wind. And so it began 
hot, interesting summer. Almost every day - 
flights, Dmitri Pavlovich began to carry our group 
in a circle, in the zone. We flew to the "Yak-18" - Flawless 
learning machine, which seemed to us a fighter. It 
was agile, easy to drive a plane. 

Azarov, in spite of his youth, 
treated us sternly and demanding. 

- Summer business, - he said - not even forgive 



the slightest mistake. For each miss in the air 
You can pay your head ... 

He painstakingly, bit by bit we planted basis 
aviation culture, without which is unthinkable 
modern pilot, require each 
task to be performed with the utmost precision. 
Speed we had to withstand 
kilometers, given the altitude - up 
meters, the intended course - to half a degree. 
Some seemed unnecessary nicety such 
instructor. And of course he was quite right: 
Aviation business is based on mathematical 
calculations, does not tolerate neglect "trifles" 
distractions in the air. 

- Flying be beautiful - used to say, 

Dmitri Pavlovich, pronouncing the cadets for 
every slightest deviation from the job. 

Azarov was a good pilot and educator. 

But he was not at war. And we wanted 
conduct a pilot in combat. We have already read 
books and Ivan Alexander Pokryshkin Kozhedub, 
and we would not be just a pilot, and 
military pilots, and always fighters. 

We knew that the person learns to fight 
disabilities, and their love and respect for our 
the first coach in the flight actually shared between 



Martyanov commander and hero of the Soviet 

Union Sergei Ivanovich Safronov. In the days 

War, he fought at Stalingrad, participated 

in the famous aerial battle in the Kuban, knocked 

several "Junkers" and "Messerschmitt" on 

Kursk. As captain, in 1943, he 

was awarded the Gold Star. The example of his 

biography, he wanted to show us the future 

pilots how a Soviet citizen and 

real pilot. We listened to him carefully: 

in fact before us Soviet ace, glorious media 

traditions of our military aviation. He called us 

Young Guard, worked with us, and the same 

Azarov as taught cleanliness flight handwriting. 

Once we have gathered in the shade of a spreading tree, 
and a silk rustle of leaves Sergei 
said: 

- Strong nerves are more important than strong muscles ... 
A strong will - not innate quality of man, it 
can and should be brought up! 

From all this we Hero of the Soviet Union 
on that day, and from previous conversations we've done 
to a conclusion: the will - this effort, stress 
all the moral and physical strength of a man 
mobilize the energy and perseverance to achieve 
goal. 



Head of our aero Gregory K. 

Denisenko also was a Hero of the Soviet Union. And it 
also affected by our upbringing. 

Speaking somehow Komsomol meeting 

He, in turn, explained to us what 

will, - it is above all the ability to manage 

their behavior, control their actions, 

the ability to overcome any difficulties 

least expenditure of effort of performing the 

job. 

I remember the day of the meeting was a disgusting 
the weather, the rain beat against the windows, the room 
twilight darkness came, and we listened as 
spellbound. 

- A man of strong will has a high 
well organized, disciplined, with properly 
uses every hour - so ended his 
Head aero performance. 

Guilty and received comments from these 
distinguished people like Sergei Safronov 
or Gregory K. Denisenko! Should this 

with me, and I would have burned with shame. Because, after a 

and was still flying club and komsorgom squad sergeant 

group. We all tried to imitate them, even 

gait and demeanor. Gold Stars on 

their uniforms were the dream of everyone. But this is not 



speaking out, they were just as inaccessible as 
real stars. 

Many students brought up the will, 
refused to smoke, kept diaries, for 
daily diary writing requires volitional 
efforts. 

The coming July. The days were hot, the evening 
It's muggy. On one of those days Kallistov 
did not sit down, as usual, with me in the car - it was a 
"Six yellow" - and, standing on the ground, said: 

- Will you go alone. Around ... 

And while I waited for a week of these words, the heart 
my sank. Many times lately I 
independently rose and sat down. But after a 
behind me was a man who by his 
intervention could correct the error. 

Now I had to rely entirely on themselves. 

- Do not worry - cheered Dmitri Pavlovich. 






Dreams of the sky. 

I taxied the plane to the starting line, gave 
gas, raised tail car, and it smoothly 
off the ground. I was overcome difficult 
passed an unprecedented sense of delight. I fly! 

I treat myself! Only aviators clear moments 
first solo flight. After all, I was running 
airplane before, but was never sure 
taking to it myself, I did not help the instructor. 

I merged with the plane, as, probably, drained 
rider to the horse during wild gallop. All 
transmitters are part of my will, the machine 
obeyed my wishes and do what I 
wanted. 

Circled over the airfield, landing calculated 
and the aircraft landed near the landing mark. 

Sat exactly in limiters. Cheerful mood. 

My whole soul is singing. But do not show the form, as if 
nothing had happened. Taxied, got out of 
cab briefed Dmitry Pavlovich job, they say, 
fulfilled. 

- Good, - said the instructor - congratulations ... 

We walked on the airfield, and in the ears continued 
Clink Music flight. I've always loved music. It 
introduced me not only to the lives of other people, 
but with its old-fashioned eras. 



The next day, comrades say: 

- You know, about you in the paper... 

Newspapers at the airport was not, I got it 
only a week in the city. There were only 
a few lines about my flight, have been named my 
name, a photograph: I am in the cockpit 
aircraft, raising his hand, asking permission to take off. 
When this picture was taken, by whom written note, 

I do not know. Apparently, it's all organized by Dmitry 
Pavlovich. So, he was confident in me knew it was not 
disappoint him. 

"Dawn of Youth" - so the newspaper 
Saratov Komsomol, which so 
I said suddenly. First praise in the press 
means a lot in life. I was very 
nice to see your name printed in the paper, and 
However, a bit awkward, that of all the comrades 
for some reason it was written about me. But still 
I sent the copy of the "Dawn of Youth" home 
in Gzhatsk. Mom wrote in his reply: "We 
proud, son ... But you see, is not conceited ..." 



After the first flight. Yuri Gagarin was the second 
left. 

The flights became more and more 

interesting. Azarov now sent me 

other students, too, flying alone, 

in the pilot areas and routes. Feeling 

chill of excitement, we learned to perform turns, 

flip, half-loop and loop 

Nesterov, "barrel". Everything was going fine. Each 
day of our actions in the air became more 
sure, are welcome and pilot 
instructor and commander. It was nice 
realize that we gradually become winged 


people. I learned to fly in the "Yak-18", but I knew that 
me oh how far before Safronov to Denisenko, 
as pilots, are proud of the country. 

And warplanes attracted my 

attention. We've read about the sound 

barrier of a supersonic fighter 

speed, equipped with advanced 

radar devices. Not talking about it 

nobody, not even the closest friends, I wanted to be 

military pilot. So far, all my desires 

performed. Fulfilled and whether this dream? 

One day, during a break between flights of 
students in our group were talking about 
Notes of the American test pilot Jimmy 
Collins. The book then went on his hands, caused 
contradictory opinions: some admired 
incredible position in which ever 
get the author, while others argued that it 
exaggerates pumps passion. 

- And what will the instructor? 

We closely huddled around Martyanova. 

Airfield breeze, pulling out stray 

helmet hair, freshly tanned our opahival 

face. I also read the notes, and could not get carried away 

Some of the chapters. But at the same time I have, 

who knew about the flight test service so far 



firsthand, the book opened a strange feeling. And 
when Dmitry Pavlovich asked to express their 
opinion, I shared it with friends. 

- Collins -1 said - in my opinion, was designed 
doom of loneliness ... The main thing that occupied 
his thoughts were dollars. At all costs, but only 
earn ... 

- Yuri rights - supported me, Dmitry 
Pavlovich. - Capitalist reality 

bringing to the author of the book exactly the situation 
gambling with death, when in pursuit 
aircraft campaigns for profit life pilot 
could end at any flight. 







Yuri Gagarin, the cadet is ready to fly! 

Could it be that in our country, where the main thing - 
caring for a person? - We asked ourselves. We 
well aware that, as in any new business, 
even associated with the testing equipment, any - 
missile, aviation, marine, underground - always 
there is a risk. But what kind of loneliness Soviet 
test pilot, could we talk about when him 
standing forces such as a party, as a creative work 
all of our people? 

Crawls up a quiet autumn. Through 
airfield stretched web of Indian summer, in 
tents at night grew colder. Approached 
time to the final examinations. Again - in which 
time - exams! But now I have to resist: 
plane "Yak-18" - "excellent", the motor - 'Excellent' 
aircraft navigation - "excellent", the aerodynamics - 
"Excellent", for a total final score Commission - also 
"Excellent." 

After exams, all of us, flying the "six 

yellow", approached the car. Wanted more time to 

farewell, to touch her wings, sit in 

cab, take a look at the instruments. Who knows in what 

Shall still fly airplanes! And this old, 

see service "Yak-18" we call home 

machine. 



Some of our students went to the flying club 
civil aviation. Attracted by long-haul flights 
to his native country, flights abroad. After all tracks 
Soviet Aeroflot lie to many countries 
world. Someone went to a special aircraft 
applications running on agriculture, 
medicine to geology. And I wanted to become a soldier 
fighter pilot. Why? Maybe not 
haunted memories of pilot who 
've seen in the war in his native village. 

Perhaps even then they have planted in my soul 
seeds of love for military aircraft. I liked 
military discipline, liked the uniforms. Me 
wanted to be a defender of the motherland. One hundred and th 
The second article of the Constitution of our country, where 
said that military service is an honorable 
duty of the citizens of the Soviet Union, strongly 
called me into the ranks of our Armed Forces. 
MHeflannHanpaBnem/ieBOpeHbyprcKoe 
Aviation School. I went there not one, but 
with friends. All of them were clever, daring 
guys who are capable of decisive actions. All 
devotedly loved aviation, aeronautics. 
HacnpoBO>KaoMapTbaHOB.O>KMflaa until 
leave the train, we went to him on the platform, 
rustling of gravel, and talking about the future. Dmitry 



P., a man forever in love with aviation, 
predicted that every year it will be 
improved, the planes will fly 
further, faster and higher. 

- The future belongs to your generation - 
he said goodbye, shaking hands with us - 
you have to fly on these machines, which we I 
never dreamed of... 

It was sad to part with a nice Saratov, 
skrasavitseyVolgoy, sprezhneymechtoy 
become an engineer-caster, with good 
mentor like Martyanov. But what could I do? 

The train brings me to a new dream - to become a 
fighter pilot. After all Pokryshkin and 
Kozhedub and Maresjev were fighters. I 
meticulously, as if from the outside, kept an eye on 
character, habits, knowledge: Can 
achieve all that I want? And he himself said, 

I can! 



OATH TO 

Loyalty to the Motherland 

Orenburg steppe greeted us cordially. City 
looked like about him telling Martyanov, 

Suvorov Military School graduate here. Smooth, 
straight streets, low houses, gardens with leafless 
foliage. Markets - an abundance of farm products 
horses and camels. In short, the smaller city 
Saratov, but with his strict Ural color. 

The building of the military school, in which we have come 
stood on the bank of the Urals, merged with 
landscape fit into immense scope. Of 
Its windows offer beautiful Zauralskiy 
deciduous woods and blue, with no end in sight 
steppe gave. From there came the noise of aircraft 
engines. There, at the airport, the key life beat, 
to which we aspire. 

The main building on the wall in a frame 

oak leaves and guard black and orange 

tapes were portraits of famous pilots, 

the time he graduated from college: Mikhail Gromov, 

Andrei Yumashev Anatoly Serov ... More than a hundred 

thirty photos of Heroes of the Soviet Union, 



Learn to fly on a spacious Orenburg 

airfield. We become heirs of glory 

and carefully looked into them so different, 

but equally courageous person I remember who 

than glorified home. There were those who committed 

first long-distance flights to the country, and those who follow 

for the crew of the famous pilot of his time 

Valery Chkalov paved the way through 

North Pole to America. Much has been here 

Soviet aces in the aerial battles of the Great 

World War II had committed unprecedented 

feats. These stands reminded me of a gallery of heroes 

1812, which a few years ago had 

see the Winter Palace. But there was only one 

generals, and there met and lieutenants. 


It was 




took out 1800 cubic meters of soil, came 

Book collective experimenter Terence Maltsev 

"Issues of agriculture", Vladimir Kuts set 

a new world record in the women's five thousand meters. 

Every day brings something new, significant, 

exciting and thought-provoking. In those days, read 

I was in "Pravda" interview with Academician LI Sedov "On 

flight into space "and cut it to 

just in case. 

The school entrance exams began. I 
they do not give up because I had a diploma 
graduating from college with honors, and the Aero Club 
also gave a good assessment. All the time I 
was with the children, helping them in physics, 
mathematics. The requirements were stringent, and more 
half of the arrivals were deductions or 
before the medical board exams, or 
both failed the test on the theoretical 
subjects. And while they went from Orenburg to not 



very much a light heart, but I sincerely wish 
us who remain in school, fruitful study, 
good flight. 

- Next year will come again to enter the 
School - said some of them. 

Indeed, in a year when we 
started flying on the "MiGs", some of these guys, 
showing an enviable persistence, and got his 
was among the cadets. Persistence in achieving 
goal - one of the hallmarks of 
our youth. People who are eager to 
become pilots, they will certainly become. 

So, I started my military life! All of us, 
as recruits, tonsured by car, given 
clothing - protective shirt, blue 

breeches, coats, boots. On the shoulders of our zagolubeli 
cadet shoulder straps decorated with the emblem of the pilots 
- Silver wings. I am a no-no and 
turn your eyes to them, and were proud and happy that 
joined the big family of the Soviet Army. 

School lived a merry life of young, healthy 
people striving for the same goal. 

We broke for squadrons, a unit crews. 

I got to the squadron, commanded by 
Colonel Hovorun, link major Ovsyannikov 
crew Lieutenant Kolesnikov. These were 



My first commander. Refer to them should 
it's not like we're all used - by name and 
patronymic, and a military rank, and talk about them 
also had to be mentioning the title and last name. On 
first it was strange, but we quickly 
accustomed to such an army order. All now 
a statutorily defined: for a misdemeanor - penalty for 
diligence - encouragement for bravery - the award. 

Our familiarity with military aviation began with 
training program of a young soldier. Commander 
our platoon was Captain Boris Fyodorov 
- The person demanding and rigorous. He immediately 
Nevertheless, in his words, he began to shake out 
We "civil dust" to teach the discipline. 

At first it was hard to trainees, especially those 

who came to the school from a ten-year, they were taught 

everything: wind crossed leg wrappings, go easy 

beautiful step. It was much easier than 

them, because I have all of his youth lived in the dorms, 

where everything was done through no military regulations, but 

specific daily routine. 

I did not have to get used to and Portyanko 
boots, a coat and shirt. The barracks are always 
was clean, light, warm and beautiful, all shone - 
from the water tank to the stools. 

Since childhood I have loved the army. Soviet soldiers 



Liberator became a favorite, almost fabulous 

hero of the people of Europe and Asia. I remember a poem abo 

our soldiers: 


Yes, the machine gun is no accident 

eyes he did not sleep for two nights, 

and not without reason in the swamps 

He lay under fire - 

broke into the city at dawn 

and to end the long fight 

He noticed tears of joy 

in the eyes of another woman. 

Passed on logs crossing, 
crawled through the mud under fire 
and dirt in the light of a soldier's glory 
burns like gold on it! 


I also became a soldier, and I like were 
artel comfort platoon and order, and the order, and reports 
in the "attention", soldiers' songs, and a sharp 
drawling voice orderly: 

- Raising th-th! 

I liked the physical exercises, washing 
cold water, making the bed and exits 
barracks in the dining room for breakfast. 

We spent a lot of time on the field 

classroom, at the shooting range and came back to the barrack; 



sometimes wet through from the rain and snow. Eyes 

themselves stuck together with fatigue, would rather sleep 

but it must be cleaned and lubricated rifles, lead 

equipment in order... In the beginning we literally 

not enough time or read a book or letter 

send home. But gradually, the measured system 

military life has taught us not to waste 

single moment, we became more collected, 

mobile, strengthened physically and spiritually. 

Day of January 8, 1956 I remember on 
life. Outside the windows rattled in the yard frost 
creaking trees, glare 

snow, lit by the sun. All the young cadets 
built a school in a large hall. Each with 
arms out of order, became the face 

to his friends and to the commander and read out loud the word 
military oath. One of the first in alphabetical order, 

I stepped forward and, pausing with emotion, said: 

-I grazhdaninSoyuzaSovetskih 
Socialist Republics ... 

Looking up, I saw that the wall opposite 
looking at me with narrowed eyes portrait 
Lenin. Be always and everywhere such as 
Vladimir Lenin, taught me family, school, 

Pioneer detachment, the Komsomol... Now we have given 
oath of allegiance to the people of the Communist 



Party, the Motherland, and Lenin as it listened to our 

Soldiers pledge to be honest, courageous, 

disciplined, vigilant and strictly keep 

military and state secrets, implicitly 

perform all military regulations and orders 

commanders and chiefs. Each of us 

swore to defend our homeland bravely and skillfully, with 

dignity and honor, not sparing their blood and most 

life to achieve complete victory over the enemy. 

Oath! Solid, great and powerful word. In 
It expresses love of the Soviet man to his 
Socialist Fatherland. Oath led into battle 
our fathers and brothers. It gave them the strength to 
fierce combat with the enemy and always led 
to victory. 

My whole life passed before my eyes. I 

I saw myself in high school, when I was tied 

Pioneer tie, craftsman, who 

handed Komsomol card, a student with 

Lenin's little volume in the hands of a warrior and now, firmly 

contracting weapon ... Country entrusted us weapons 

and we had to be worthy of that trust. Henceforth 

we were getting hourly homeland. 






Yuri Gagarin - the Orenburg military cadet 
Aviation Academy. 

On the solemn event - taking military 

oath I wrote home, shared with parents 

their feelings. All students were 

mood. We started with the heat 

for the study of theoretical subjects. From the first 

Everyone enjoyed the same lessons learned in the classroom 

the material and the theory of flight, which led 

Engineer Lieutenant Kodner. In a very interesting 

entirely new world brought us and the teacher 

tactics Captain Romanov - a man with a lush 

curly hair, as Pushkin. What we 

known only by hearsay: a formula for air 

fight - "height, speed, maneuver, fire," which 

developed and applied Squadron pilots 

Alexander Pokryshkin but the time of the famous 

Battle of Kuban, of assault against two 

HSU Talgat Begeldinov about 

actions of dive bombers, General 

Ivan Polbina - now as it came to life in the lectures 

Captain Romanov, visibly appeared at 

The scheme, which he illustrated and supplemented these 

lecture. We received a clear idea of how to 

to dogfight in the verticals and horizontals, 

know what a huge role sletannost 



master and slave. Modern Air Combat 
appears as a battle group, with each 
pilot must maintain a comrade, where one of 
The decisive factor is the collective will to 
victory. 

After classroom air tactics 
among us, the students, there were usually busy 
controversy. Each had their favorite ace. One 
Sergei liked Lugansky, another - brothers 
Glinka, third - Peter Pokryshev. In short, 

How many students, so many attachments. 

We were interested in action and bombers 
flew to Berlin for the first year of the war, 
and attack aircraft, attacked a column of tanks 
of Kursk, and long-range reconnaissance in 
rdinochku penetrate deep behind enemy lines, 
and crews of female regiment that supported 
Marines in the Kerch Strait. Transporters, 

Tosses ammunition guerrillas in Bryansk 
forests and the Carpathians, we also were interested. 
- But all this is history, albeit recent, but 
story - said some students. - Now 
and other equipment and other people. 

Captain Romanov jokingly referred to these students 
skeptics, and there on the very recent examples 
the Korean War, argued that at the time of the new 



aircraft - jets 

radar, more powerful onboard weapons 
fighters - basics air tactics, creative 
developed advanced by Soviet pilots in 
During World War II, the offensive 
style, which they stuck in combat with the enemy, 
their mutual support and much more 
inherent to our airmen, one can not discount 
accounts. 

- Combat experience - he said - is sourced large 
with blood. The fact that with the advent of new technology 
outdated, 

we do not have to take on board. Well, what 
may be useful for jet aircraft 
to develop in every way. 

To improve the creativity of all that 
that has already been accumulated by our aviation, called 
and other teachers. They said that even 
most excellent pilot is based on the experience of their 
predecessors. Classes on the theory of flight 
things they taught us not only to learn is 
established concepts and truth, but also critically 
think and, if necessary, seek new solutions. And 
although, of course, the "thinkers" of us were still not so hot 
which, as we have only just begun to take up 
for military aircraft and did not even try to fly 
jet engines, but the very fact that the commanders 



and teachers saw us as his shift, spoke 

that is up to us, the flight of young people to be 

develop the domestic aviation, raised us 

own eyes. And all of this consciousness of 

future role wanted to learn as much as possible, as 

soon learn the cause to which we are wholly 

dedicated themselves. 

I've always loved the battle flags. They are like 
amaranthine leaves of a book, which forever 
recorded martial legends, for which many 
generations will read the history of our country. 

While still in Leningrad at the production 

practice, I looked with interest at 

museums imperishable Peter banners, tattered 

bayonets at Poltava, admired martial 

Standard of the invincible army of Suvorov and 

Kutuzov proshumevshimi almost all over Europe. 

Napoleon attacked our country, and the troops of Kutuzov 

drove it across Europe. Politics 

Napoleon ended at Waterloo, but it was 

predetermined by his defeat at Borodino 

field 

An unforgettable impression on me 
twined with colored ribbon banners 
parts of our Armed Forces that are stored in 
Central Museum of the Soviet Army. Every 



banner, Hoveyan powder smoke seemed 

me, there are thousands of unseen live and dead heroes 

Winners of German fascism. 

I remember the first time I had the opportunity to stand sentry 
the banner of - the symbol of military honor 
and glory. 

I took over the post at midnight and was up to 
hours, when all my friends were sleeping in the barracks. 

To some extent, I was responsible for their rest and sleep. 
Even inexperienced or the incomparable feeling 
pride filled my being. I felt 

hour self responsible for the fate of the entire country, 
and clear, good thoughts come to my mind. 

I stood motionless, listening to the silence, and 
thinking about military service. 

I thought how great honor to be a Soviet 
soldier, firmly standing on guard homeland 
be a man, whom all love and respect, 
and many people was referred to as 
liberator. In my memory is preserved 
amateur photography. She shot an elderly 
Russian soldier, probably before the war, a former worker 
or collective farmer, who fondly embraced by the neck 
German girl. This photograph was taken in Berlin 
the first day of the liberation of the Soviet 
Army from fascist fighters. 



In military service has many harsh charm 
She puts a lot of responsibility on the person, 
requires daily work. I remember that my mother 
during the war, when I was a kid, 
called our soldiers hard workers. 

Indeed, they have been busy all day 
heavy physical work, then on the outskirts of our 
village dug trenches, the trenches dug, that is induced in 
beam bridge. Then they went into battle. 

During his service in the army, I had not a single 
penalties, strictly observing the internal order. 

I am happy that everything is part of the on going 

schedule, in exactly the scheduled time: work, 

and the food and rest, and sleep. I am not one little bit irked thal 

This was repeated every day. I have seen, and even more 

felt conscious military discipline, 

constant maintenance of the internal model 

order rallied staff, made 

military unit amicable combat team, 

ensure unity of action, consistency 

and commitment, maintained constant 

alertness and vigilance. 

In the army, I used to live and study in the statutes. 

Statutes answered all questions related 
to life, training and service, clearly indicated 
how to serve, to study military science, to acquire 



weapons and equipment, daily increase 
political consciousness. 

As soon as I was able to carve out a free 
minute, I looked into the statute. He became the law of my 
life. These small books bound in gray, 
decorated with the national coat of arms, strengthened 
will serve as a source of military knowledge. 

In contrast to the orders issued to the short 
term charters live long. With good reason to 
can be called a set of laws for the Armed Forces 
for many years. 

Standing guard at Banner, rests in 
a canvas cover, I thought that carry personal 
responsibility for the fate of the Fatherland. 

To recall the many times he had heard 
and read words that the defense of the Fatherland 
- A sacred trust that we must serve the motherland and 
protect it as required by the military oath, 
and for this purpose it is necessary to know the intricacies of the 
military 

specialty, to strive to become a first-class 
pilot. 

Remembered the words sunk into the soul of Alexis 
Petrovich Maresyev. He wrote in his 
memoirs: "I spared no effort to in 
mastered the profession, become 
skillful, disciplined warrior, even in 



brief moments of respite between battles continued 
study ... The qualities that I gained in battle and in 
studies have helped me, the pilot who lost both legs 
secure the return to service, enabled with 
comrades in arms again participate in the destruction of 
the enemy." 

Pondering in these simple and at the same time 
heartfelt words, I am convinced that all 
tops are persistence and work. 

Father and mother for a long time and patience every day 

brought to us, his children, truthfulness 

and honesty. These noble traits of the people 

Socialist society has developed in me and 

army. Military service is strengthened in childhood 

instills in me a love for discipline, strict 

sense of duty, 

Just the day before the night, when I was first 
had to be on duty at the Banner of 
Gjatsk laconic letter came, so 
in tune with my thoughts and feelings. 

Giving me advice and farewell, my father wrote: "Yuri, 
wherever you may be, remember one thing: farmers and worker 
respect the honest, courageous and brave people 
every Soviet man hates and despises 
cowards. Pusillanimous never shall fight the enemy, 
because I do not believe in yourself, do not believe in standing 



close friends, do not believe in victory." 

Letter was not before my eyes, and read it, then I 
only once, but I remembered him from the phrase, 
once suddenly taken root: "Honest 
warrior fighting with the enemy to the last breath, 
to the last drop of blood, prefer death 
dishonor and Polonius. " 

Although the letter was written by hand of his father, I knew 
that it was written with his mother, "to the last 
drop of blood "were her words. 

Father before giving me intelligent instruction 
said that honesty, as a ray of sunshine, must 
permeates the whole life, training and service 
soldier enter into his flesh and blood. Father 
wanted me to keep note of not only 
bosses, but always and everywhere, under all conditions. 

- Military Pride - a deep sense of the people - 
Valentine said he, I and Boris - his 

sons. And we all remember the words of life. 

One day while on vacation, I sat down in a tunic 
with an open collar, the father said nothing, but 
looked at me, her fingers clasped themselves all 
buttons. Mother, serve lunch, solve dumb 
scene. Scolded and praised me at the same time it 
said: 

- Be proud, son, military uniform. 



I will never forget those words. After the appearance of 
soldiers of our army and navy is largely dependent on 
Beauty uniforms. Featuring soldiers 
from the civilian population, neat trousers and 
Fit to figure tunic with shoulder straps, 
highly polished boots give the warrior 
gallant, dashing appearance and division - 
uniformity. 

Remembering this tiny and seemingly 
inconspicuous episode of my life, I could not help 
thought about the fact that our uniforms fanned 
powder smoke numerous fights and battles. 

As liberators arrived in the form of our soldiers in 
European countries, driving them out of the German Nazis, 


It 




negligent cadets yavivshimisya several 
minutes later that period, which was marked 
their severance notes Captain Fedorov 
demanding and inflexible, unexpectedly soft 
reminded: 

- Homeland had great confidence in you, you 
was in college, covered beams unfading 
Fame. Heroes of the Soviet Union, glorified 
School, however invisibly are among you. After all, 
you - the heirs of the glory of their fathers. Guilty, 
get a penalty - is an insult to their memory, 
our military banners. 

I was on watch in arms, protected 
this banner, and I'd like to see me 
awarded a personal photograph, where I would 
photographed with flags flying. I 
even imagined would be pleased with my 
parents of the picture, who was among the incentives 



provides military regulations. 

Diluting come with time, armed 

machine, and changed me from office. I went to the barracks, 
went to bed, but could not sleep for a long time and thought abc 
the 

Constitution, the oath, all the things without which the military 
man can not live. 

It was very clear, and I never 
did not have anything in doubt or 
to argue with himself. I learned the rules 
passed the test of time, and discipline 
securely held by reckless behavior. 

It was almost spring, and also lessons 
theory in our squadron began training 
flights. Comrades, who had first 
fly happy. And we went through the school 
aeroclub disappointed: he had to fly again 
"Yak-18." 

These flights did not last long. The school 

received experimental aircraft - those 

a "Yak-18", but some modified with 

nose wheel landing to practice that in 

Later, it was easier to go to the jet 

machines with tricycle landing gear. We have a lot of 

fly, but to be honest, the new aircraft we do not 

very much. It was heavy, it was not enough, 

said aviators, "power" - weak engine. And on 



aerobatics he often dumped 

into a tailspin, however, just as quickly in and out of it, 
had only to throw control. These "Yak-18" 
we performed exercises and navigator case 
- Flew on long-haul routes, in different weather. 

There was plenty of variety and change of impressions 





Cadet Yuri Gagarin after a successful flight. 

Most of these flights took place in the summer, 

When we reached the camp. Our fifth camp 
Squadron located on the beautiful coast of the Urals. 
Tired from working at the airport, from razomleesh 
heat and immediately after flight - to the river. Water in 
Urals cold, fast, not that there, in the city, 
near the school. We have built a pool, tower for 



jumps in his free time working on water 
sports, diving, swimming race. Of young, 
almost boyish delight breathtaking. 

Our squadron has finished first flight 

nporpaMMy.yHacoKa3anocbCBo6oflHoe 

time, and command, supporting the initiative 

Komsomol bureau, allowing us to leave the 

two hundred kilometers in one of the farms Sharlykskogo 

area for potato harvest. Autumn came, 

cold and rainy. But we worked with hunting. Us 

was useful after flying a little work 

on earth, and I wanted to help with the collective farmers 

harvest an abundant harvest. We'd love to 

go away - the virgin lands, where assimilated 

millions of acres of new land, which is ripe 

vast tracts of wheat. But we have had 

just two weeks and could not go there. 

Letters addressed to us in the farm, did not come, 
and I am at the end of our "harvest" homesick 
by Vale. Everything I liked about it: the character, 
and a small increase, and full of light brown eyes, and 
Spit, and a small, slightly powdery freckles 
nose. Valya Goryacheva finished school, worked 
by public telegraph. We met with the 
her when we were released from quarantine as 
girls expressed, "bald" cadets 



a dance at the school. She was 

in a simple blue dress, timid and 

shy. I asked her for a waltz, and from that 

began our strong friendship. 

Bringing a year younger than me. She was born in 
Orenburg and to see me never went anywhere 
from this city. Her father - Ivan Stepanovich - worked 
cook in a resort "Krasnaya Polyana", and my mother 
- Barbara S. - was a housewife. 

Valya big family - three brothers and three sisters; 

She is the youngest and therefore the most beloved of all 

family. Shortly after meeting with the Valley, I was 

being with Goryacheva house. They are very welcome 

treated me. I remember the first time I came to them 

immediately after the ski run, as he was, in the sports 

suit. Varvara S. just returned 

from their homes, from Kaluga, brought forest 

nuts. We sat down with her at the table and began to chew. 

My teeth are strong, and my mother Valine all surprised 

I deftly cracking nuts. And Val laughs and says 

about me: 

- Sharpen your teeth on the granite of science, life learning. 

We talked about my studies, the summer school, 
about, that Vale should learn. Consulted 
family and decided that she should go to 
medical unit. And she did - went to 



Medical School. 

Many of us associate with the Valley. And a love of books, 
and passion for skating, and enthusiasm for theater. Sometimes 
as soon as I get shore leave, immediately ran to the 
Goryachev out Chicherin, but still often not 
alone, and with friends. And there we are waiting. As in 
own home, I felt myself in Valya family. 

Ivan Stepanovich was a master of cooking, but 
he was particularly good belyashi - a favorite dish 
Ural Cossacks. We ate them with great relish. 

In college, though well-fed, but not Tat 
prepared. 

Having dealt with the harvesting of potatoes, the squadron 
returned to school in the winter quarters. But Valya 
we did not have to witness: started its 
preparation for the October parade. By marching in 
I always had a "good", but I went far 
Lead - in order of size. However, in celebration 
when all the school passed in review 
the streets of Orenburg, Val found me in the ranks; 

Our eyes met and we smiled at each 
other. 

I spent the holidays with the Valley, and then went 
on vacation. In Gzhatsk because I have not seen since the 
sergeant's stripes on the shoulder straps - now I 
became assistant to the platoon leader. 



And native Gzhatsk. He is more and more 
rebuilt, and new buildings, streets 
steel equipped. Father and mother quietly 
aging, older brother and sister, they could have helped 
them, and our youngest, Boris, was quite 
adults: he was twenty years old and 
served in the Army artillery. 

I went to school, where he studied, to see 
teachers met former comrades, 
remaining work Gzhatsk. And while I'm back 
was in the circle of family of origin, I was drawn to Orenburg 
- School has become a second home for me, 
and the thought of Vale also haunted. Mom 
felt it, and one day at dusk, when we 
were alone in the house, was kindly asked, 

I wonder why that disturbs my heart. 

And as a matter of is it that, in obedience 

steady as a child did not rule 

hide from my parents, I told my mom about Vale. 

- You think you sign? - Mother asked. 

I shrugged. After all, this 

the issue was still unresolved. I was an opponent 
hasty marriages. And being a cadet, 

Of course, he could not contain his own family. 

- If you love, you get married, but firmly, to the whole 
life, as my father - my mother said. - And the joy 



and grief - all in half. 

I immediately rose in her eyes, and she gave me 
some good advice for the future, recalled: 
good, they say, all the millstone grow bolder, poor self 
grow bolder. 

I did not use the holiday to the end and to Orenburg 
returned early. Squadron mates 

and commanders understood me without words. But Valya 
delighted: she knew why I came back. 

The new academic year began with a change. Me and 
Some students were transferred to the squadron Major 
Belikov. Commander of our managers became Captain 
Penquin, creative, always looking for something 
a new officer. I was in a crew of lieutenant 
Anatoly Kolosov, who taught 
I fly a jet. But before that 
We had a head dive into the theory. 

The weather was favorable to this: the winter was 

Burano, the garrison snow, and fly 

it was impossible. We studied the physical plant 

jet engines, familiar with the basics 

gas dynamics, knowing the law of high-speed 

flight. A lot of the lessons before now 

presented itself in a different light: a new technique, large 

speed, high ceiling, other calculations, the new 

approach. 



Our friendship with Valya always strengthened and 
gradually turned into love. The day of my 
birth, she gave me two of the photos. On 
one of them, it was taken in a white gown, 
on the other - in a smart dress. On the back of this 
Bringing photos handwriting, very similar to mine, 
wrote: "Yura, remember that our happiness smiths 
- Is ourselves. Of destiny do not bow your head. 
Remember, wait - this is a great art. Keep 
this feeling of the happiest moments. March 9 
1957. Valya." 

Valya was right - we were really 
architect of his own happiness. 

Finally the long-awaited day of the first 
Flight to "MiGs." How beautiful they looked with 
gleaming in the sun, abruptly thrown to 
tail swept wings! Proud and harmony 
bold lines of these aircraft would be the envy 
architects working on projects of new 
houses. 

Kolosov after I get into the cab. 

- Yes, the flames! - Famously reported techniques. 

And now, a little twitch of impatience 
machine runs up on the runway. No sooner had 
I am, as they say, and blink, as the altimeter 
featured five thousand feet. It's not a "Yak-18" 
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how to fly on a machine with a rapid 

long range, dizzying 

altitude, speed and firepower? 

A Kolosov, if not feeling arose overload 
confident, a master's hand led "MiG" in the zone and 
masterfully done some aerobatics. 

- Take control - suddenly he ordered. 

His tone was always imperative, not 
unexceptional. 

Grasped the handle - just feel the wrong plane 
which was used, it is necessary to work hard to 
manage it as easily as propeller. And 
started working hard. For freight flights 
went to export, and then control, and when the pilot 
instructor was sure in my knowledge and 
abilities - the first solo on "MiG". 

It took place in the same way as the first flight of the "Yak- 
All with the same trepidation I looked up from the 
Land, wrote a wide range in the cloudless sky, and 
happy, returned to the airport, making for themselves 
concluded that an increase in flight speed flight 
work becomes more difficult. 

Just like before, and it's not that. Beautiful, comfortable, 
maneuverable "MiG" immediately fell in love. He was 
easy to handle, quick to climb. 

I felt the grown and strengthened my wings. 



For the first time, I felt like a real pilot, 
intermingled with modern technology. Same 
suffered, and my friends that I went to 
School: Yuri Dergunov Valentin Zlobin and Kohl 
Repin. 



Pilot-instructor AG Kolosov with cadets. 
But we still have had to learn, 
to become real pilots: supreme 
aerobatics marshrutnyepolety, air 
shooting, team sletannost. All this 
Wisdom taught us replaced Kolosov 
kvalifitsirovannyyletchik-instruktorYadkar 


Akbulatov. He had a true eye hunter, he 
all the time to notice the air and does not forgive a 
the slightest error. In the first flight in the area, he 
noted that the deep turns out I did not have 
very clean ... Soon he praised for vertical 
drawings, in which strong overload. A 
I managed these figures, because every time 
coming into the area, I did the best I could compete 
with the machine: verify that it can give, and that I 
I can stand it. In short, the technique of squeezing all 
opportunities, and the best I could do 
on vertical shapes. 

But not everything went smoothly. There were also 
failure. Growth have not so hot, making it difficult 
orientation at planting machine. To 
better feel the ground at this crucial 
flight time, I adapted a special pillow. 

Sitting on it, I saw the earth as well as the 
Pilot instructor, landing Satisfaction. Yadkar 
Akbulatov endorsed my "rationalization." 

Like all qualified pilots, he was 
laconic, even closed, but all advised 
was worthy of record in a commemorative book. He taught 
- In order to properly hold the flight itself, you need to 
still on the ground think carefully; actions 
air should be fast, but reasonable. 



He learned to see the sky in a new way, in all its 
diversity and spoke about the aircraft with the same 
ease with which my father spoke of the ax and 
jointer. All these conversations were reduced to one - 
the pilot must fly. 

There was also an unpleasant experience. We handed 
tests on the theory of the engine. Teacher A. 

Reznikov gave me a "three." I froze all 
- It was the first "three" for all my teaching, 

My first personal "Chepe" - the penalty for 
bold confidence. I must admit that 
severe mark was put right, 

I really misunderstood something. But 

modern aviator can not fly without a strong 

and deep technical knowledge. I wanted to be 

not just a pilot, flight engineer and pilot, such 

Test as many new cars. Hence, the theory 

aircraft engines, even in such a small 

volume, which was required of students, it was necessary 

know by heart. The five days I spent with textbooks 

did not go out of the school and on the sixth day 

went to re-sit the standings. Teacher 

asked many and severe. Usually when 

re-examination before the "quartet" do not call. But 

this time, the unwritten rule was broken, and I 

put "five." In my heart I felt better. 



At first, not all of us ladilis air 

shooting. Especially the guns on ground targets. 

But the ability to maintain accurate fire - one of the 
main qualities of a military pilot, and the more 
fighter pilot. Tagged by turns, smashing 
opponent for sure, and often depends victory 
and the integrity of the car, and his own life. Yadkar 
Akbulatov patiently taught us how to attack 
follow the order with the help of modern sights 
and only press the trigger when you're all 
sure to hit the target. He is with us for a long time 
examined kinofotopulemetov film, which 
there were all our mistakes, analyze them and 
tells you how to fix them. 

In the end, we have mastered the difficult art 
aerial gunnery. 

I have flown a lot, with enthusiasm. 
npn6nn>KanacbCTpaflHaanopaBbinycKHbix 
examinations. We spent the whole day at the airport. 
At this time it happened shaking event 
world - launched the first Soviet artificial 
satellite. As I remember, he ran to the 
Yuri Dergunov aircraft and shouted: 

- Sputnik! Our satellite in the sky! 

I felt the familiar chill easy. 

What wrote so much international press, as 



it was a lot of talk, it happened! Soviet 
people ahead of the competition in a secret U.S. 
created the world's first artificial satellite 
Land and through a powerful carrier rocket 
launched it into orbit. 

In the evening, after returning from the airport, we all 
rushed into the room to the radio, Lenin, 
eagerly listening to more and more messages 
and reports on the movement of the first-born of the world 
Astronautics. Many already knew by heart the basic 
parameters of the satellite: its speed, which 
it was hard to imagine - eight thousand meters 
in the second, an apogee and perigee, inclination 
orbit to the plane of the equator, the city over which 
he flew, and will fly. We're sorry, 

The satellite is not passed over our Orenburg. 

Talk was about the satellite lot, its movement 
disturbed all around the Earth School. And we, 
students, and our leaders, and teachers 
asked one question: "What next?" 

- Fifteen years later, guys - excitedly 
said my friend Valentin Zlobin - and people 
fly into space... 

- The flight-the flight, but who? - Caught 
Nick Repin. - We both had already 

old men become ... And over the years, slows 



reaction, lost visual acuity, the person already 
not to think quickly as before. 

Arguing about who was the first to go 

space. Some said that it will be necessary 

scholar and academician, others argued that the engineer; 

third preferred doctor, the fourth - 

Biology, fifth - submariner. And I wanted it to 

a test pilot. Of course, if it is 

pilot, then he will need extensive knowledge of 

many branches of science and technology. After all, the space 

aircraft, the contours of which it is difficult to 

to imagine, of course, will be more difficult than 

All known types of aircraft. And manage such 

unit will be much more difficult. 

We tried to draw a future space 

ship. He represented the rocket, the ball 

the disc, the diamond. Each complements this 

pencil sketch of their proposals, 

drawn from science fiction books. And I, 

making sketches of the ship in his notebooks, 

again felt the familiar to me for some 

painful and yet conscious longing, all that 

same thrust into space, which was afraid to admit to 

currently. 

We will comprehend the full significance of what happened 
event. Flew the first swallow, heralded 



the beginning of spring - spring conquest spaces 
Universe. 

Triumphal flight satellite called 
copious flow of newspaper and magazine articles. 
Advocated Soviet scientists Topchiev, LI 
Sedov, VA Ambartsumian, AE Arbuzov, A. 

Berg, D. Shcherbakov. 


Through 



Letters 


into space. 

no. 


cnyTHMKa.KaJKflbiMKypcaHTOTapancaSbiTb 



worthy of this historic event, show 

State Examination Commission that it 

son of his time and makes a perfect knowledge 

their contribution to the success of the whole people. 

IlpeflceflaTeneMr ocyflapcTBeHHOM 
Examination Commission was Colonel Kibalov 
- An officer who is well known in the aviation 
circles, training staff for the Air 
forces, and gave a start in life is not the same 
production of military pilots. Looking into each 
young, lively eyes, he listened to the answers 
cadets examination cards in classes 
closely followed by our flight on 
airfield. He often smiled, and the expression on his 
person we knew Colonel satisfied with our 
knowledge and ability to fly a jet 
aircraft. An experienced educator and military aviation 
commander, he realized that the degree of our 
knowledge, and what was going on everyone's mind. 
Final exams - the most solemn and 
most important moment in the life of 
young pilot. I would call it the second day 
birth. 

Save the document, which states: 

"Presentation for the title of lieutenant 
KypcaHTyrarapnHylOpMK)AneKceeBM'Hy.3a 



While studying at the school proved to be 
disciplined politicheskigramotnym 

KypcaHTOM.yCTaBblCOBeTCKOMApMMM3HaeT 

and practically fulfills them. Drill and 
physical fitness is good. Theoretical 
-OTnuHHaa.JleTHytonporpaMMyycBanBaeT 
successful and the acquired knowledge fixes 
prochno.Letatlyubit, letaetsmeloi 
confident. State examinations in Technology 
piloting and combat use resign 
rated "excellent." The material of the aircraft 
operates correctly. Graduated from the School 
the first category. Cause of the Communist Party 
Soviet Union and the socialist motherland 
betrayed." This dear to document and began to 
I start in a large aircraft. 

While our evaluation considered in Moscow 
in the Ministry of Defence, we were in so 
called "blue Quarantine" - impatient 
awaiting assignment officer ranks. 

These days I was in seventh heaven: Valya 
accepted my proposal and agreed to be my 
wife. We are accompanied by friends in the college and 
her friends were in the registry office, have signed 
in the book of the couple and gave each other the word always 
to be faithful to his love. Agreed with the family 



wedding walk twice - first in Orenburg 

solemnities the 40th anniversary of the Great October 

Revolution, and then in time, 

my holiday - in Gzhatsk. To build a new 

life, we needed good advice, and we 

abundance got them before the wedding. 

The house was smoke Goryacheva rocker - 
Varvara S. and valine sisters were busy, 
ready to welcome guests, and Ivan S. 
was going to show off his culinary art. 

Everyone was pleased that our two year old love 

fixed marriage. Valya and react to 

this step seriously. Two years - 

sufficient period of time to get to know each 

other, to make sure that we look at life 

with his eyes, and are willing to work to overcome any 

difficulties - we knew exactly - will meet 

on the long road of life. We lived in a high- 

breathing, and our hearts beat in unison. More 

comrades at the registry office, I recalled the words bride 

Mom: 

- And joy and sorrow - all in half... 

- Always together - Valya said sincerely, and this 
sounded like a vow. 

Almost everything was ready for the wedding. 

And then there was another event again 



stir in the world, happily recalled to 

soul. On November 3, sky rocketed another Soviet 

artificial satellite. For the first - the second! 

He was many times larger and heavier, and on his 

board in the cabin was pressurized dog 

Laika. This event caused an even greater storm 

delight, clearly showed the world what an unprecedented 

heights reached our science and technology in the forty years 

Soviet authorities. 

Reading the newspapers in those days, describing the second 
Sputnik, I was thinking: if 
creature is already in space, why 
would not fly there, man? And the first thought 
Why would not I be that person? Thought 
and scared of his audacity, for in this country 
there are thousands more prepared for this 
people than I am. Thought flashed, burned and disappeared. 
Whether it was necessary to think about the fact that done, prot 
not so soon. Graduation from college, wedding, vacation, 
assigned to combat units were closer, it was 
my date. Still, the second satellite 
Earth hurt hurt me a bare nerve 

and I suddenly realized that I am waiting for something that 

necessarily 

to come. 

Vkanunprazdnovaniya40-letiyaOktyabrya 
All graduates are already in a new officer 



uniform, but still with cadet insignia 
were lined up in the hall. The solemn 
silence entered the room chief of the school general 
Makarov. Proud head held high, distinct, 
commanding voice, he read the order to 
assigning ranks us military pilots and 
lieutenants of the Soviet Army. Presented each 
gold officer's insignia, General and congratulated 
shook hands with us. 

Triumph anticipated November 8. But 
general himself was once a student and knew that 
a national holiday, as the 40th anniversary of the October Revol 
we, the graduates, it is important to not cadets, and 
officers. And he who has seen us through, we did 
holiday doubly beautiful. 

Right out of college with friends, I went to 
spacious apartment zhaktovskuyu Goryachev. There for 
us, Suite, prepared a separate room. 

Val greeted me in a white wedding dress. A 
I, dropping his coat, appeared before her in all its 
Officers glory. So she had not seen me yet. 

The first time we kissed in public, with their parents. 

I became her husband, she - my wife. We were 
happy, and we would all be paid at least the particle 
his happiness. 

The wedding was a success. The bride was all 



dressy. Ivan Stepanovich really shone 

his art - as they say, a table groaning 

with food and drink. Comrades congratulated us, 

shouted the traditional "bitter." In short, everything was 

as in all of these Russian weddings. Varvara 

S. turned on the radio, and we heard: 

"Two messenger Soviet Union - two stars 
The world make their flights around the Earth. 

Our scientists, designers, engineers, technicians 
and workers have pleased the Soviet people for 40 - 
Anniversary of the October really great gift 
having carried out daring dream of mankind." 

We learned a near and dear voice of Nikita 

Khrushchev. Transmitted pronounced 

they report that day at the Palace of Sports of the Central 

Stadium Lenin's anniversary session 

Supreme Soviet. 

- That we have been at the wedding Nikita 
S., - said Valya. 

And a toast to our party, for our 
people, for the Soviet government. 



IN THE LIGHT 
Northern lights 


So, I became an officer, fighter pilot. I 
I had a loving wife and for the first time in his life 
own room. I graduated from college in the first 
category, and I was given the option 
places further service. One could go on 
South, offering Ukraine a good, comfortable 
air garrisons. But the command school 
Do not let me, leaving the pilot positions 
instructor. 

- Well, where are you going -1 said at the headquarters of 
School - Orenburg - good city. You're here 
family, house, wife learns ... Why break your life? 

But before that I decided - to go where all 

difficult. This obliged the young, the entire sample 

our Young Communist League, which has always been on the c 

edge of building socialism and now shows 

wonders labor heroism, learning more and 

to millions of hectares of virgin and fallow 

land, erecting blast and open hearth furnaces 

blocking the mighty river hydroelectric dams, 

blazing new trails in the Siberian taiga ... 



In short, I felt like a son of the mighty 
Komsomol tribe and did not feel right 
seek safe havens and to anchor at the first 
pier. 

Feelings that overwhelmed me, haunted 
and friends - Valentine Zlobin, Yuri Dergunova, 

Kole Repin. All we asked the North. 

- Why is the North? - Asked Val, yet 
quite understand my intentions. 

- Because there is always difficult -1 answered. 

But it was easy to say. Should have been more and 
explain. After all, do not ask your brother pilot, 

a fragile young woman, has spent his entire 

life in a comfortable city, provided 

family. I understood her to go with me - then throw 

teaching, family, part with the usual way of 

life. After Valya never anywhere from Orenburg 

did not go out, and it could not scare you at all 

the unknown and the unknown that awaited us at 

North. Knowing that I was going to go there is not one, 

she even once asked: 

- Well, you comrades more than I do? 

That could answer this question? I'm her 
kissed him, and we decided that at first I 

go alone, she'll write about everything, and when it's finished 
Medical School, immediately come to me. 



Valya was glad it, she realized that his 

new qualification will be needed in the North than 

in Orenburg. 

Prior to arrival at the new duty station had 
time, and we went to the Valley to Gzhatsk 
my folks. Greeted us cordially. Daughter 
like. But the father once stated in an interview 
complained that the wedding we can not cope 
in Gzhatsk, and Orenburg. Knowing the character of his father, 
could not endure the objections, I said nothing, and Valya 
said: 

- Dad, can also all my friends and Yura 
Comrades come to your Gzhatsk. After all, we had a 
Komsomol wedding! 

This argument persuaded his father, and it was decided to repe 
wedding Gzhatsk. The money I had, and the wedding 
was as much fun as in Orenburg. 

Val could not long remain in Gzhatsk, 
she had to rush to the school to school. 

Together we reached Moscow, I showed 
wife sights and sadly 

accompanied her to the Kazan railway station. She seems to 
burst into tears, and I was sad. But what 
do - service! Train pulled out of the station, and I 
gazed after the last twinkle ruby 

car... 



The next day he left Moscow and me. Together with 

in her compartment were Valentin Zlobin and Yuri Dergunov. 

All the way we were playing chess, or standing at the window, 
admired paintings sprinkled with frost Karelian 
forests. We crossed the edge of the oil peaked. 

Behind was the Arctic Circle, and the hour 
Nature became more severe, all unusual. 

Through the windows of the car popped frost, clouds of mist, 
the clock showed noon, and we were surrounded by 
ghostly bluish night. 

- Where are we stopped? - Exclaimed the bewildered 
Dergunov. 

- A visit to the polar bears -1 joked with 
Zlobin. 

Joke, we were joking, but know that is necessary not 

comic business. No, no and give themselves felt 

question: can handle it? At night, none of us are 

did not fly, and then no matter how much we go - all night but th 

night... 

Yet impatience prevailed against us, what a 
train trudges slowly compared with the plane! 

But everything comes to an end, and we got to 
Staff. Brilliant army lieutenant, we all 
catch the eye, looked at us: that is, they say, 
the birds have flown here, the sea jelly? 

We were offered a choice of two types of aircraft, 
and we chose the "MiG", which flew in 



School. Get directions and went to the place 
service in remote garrisons. Road snow, 
bus windows were covered with frost. It was 
damn cold and we on a whole lot of new experiences 
and fatigue pecking noses. 

It reached its destination late at night, 
but Garrison hotel waiting for us. There have already 
Orenburg was Venia Kiselev, Nikolai Repin, Alyosha 
Ilyin, Ivan Doronin. They caught us in his arms, 
and sleep immediately vanished. The conversation was not 
end. They said all at once and just about everything. Of 
This polyphonic hubbub I highlighted one important 
detail: the commander of the regiment - the honored pilot, 
rigorous and fair boss. 

Placed us in a room in which there were three 
bunk. The first, the best, by the window, took 
Valya Zlobin. Located on the second Saligdzhan 
Baibekov - Tatar from Ufa, the third went to bed 
to me. We went to the morning and instantly fell asleep 
untroubled sleep of healthy young people. 

In the morning, after breakfast, came to the commander. 
First impression coincided with the fact that we have 
heard from his comrades. Lieutenant Colonel recalled 
us about the traditions of division and wished 
be worthy heirs of military glory 
its veterans. In recent years subdivision 



became one of the best. Its pilots fly without 
accidents and have won many prizes and honorary 
certificates for achievements in the air and on the ground. In 
office of commander in mourning frame the portrait. 

- Sergei Negulyaev - said Lieutenant Colonel, showing 
the portrait. - Soviet Danko! In the battle at the cost of 
their life companions rescued from disaster by ramming 
Nazi aircraft. 

Nothing else has been talking about fighting 
traditions. Everything was clear. 

All year-olds was enrolled in the third 
Squadron. Commanded us officer Andrew 
Pulcheria. The squadron has not been declared 
excellent, but was in good standing and 
competed with other squadrons. Now, in this 
competition was to join us, to show 
what we can do. 

Direct my boss was 

commander Leonid Danilovich Vasiliev - 

Lieutenant. He considered himself a veteran 

North. Not once during the flight it with honor 

came out of the traps, which continually adjusts 

capricious, changeable nature with its northern 

sudden snow charges, dense fog 

and continuous wind was blowing from the Arctic 

Ocean. After the first conversation with him we realized here 



in the north, a little skill to fly, you should be able 
control the aircraft in bad weather and in the night. 

Raged fierce January. Impenetrable 
nocturnal darkness crushed ground, falling asleep 
deep snow. But over the runway 
did not abate turbine hum. Flew those who were 
older. Since we had no flight experience 
at night, we were engaged in the theory and 
eagerly awaited first glimpse of the sun, 
spring arrives. We lived close-knit, knit 
family, probably as live and sailors, united 
harsh conditions of the ship's life. We knew 
about each other, no one is concealed from 
mates. If the letter arrived, it became 
property of all. It was read aloud, as, according to his 
veterans, it happened in the war. 

Val wrote often, but tersely. Niggardly 
reported on their progress in learning, apparently 
Medicine fascinated her. She did not complain at that, 
but between the lines, I felt sadness and desire to quickly 
meet me. The same thing happened in the letters, 
coming to the comrades of the family. 

We entered into an exciting new world of combat 
life, love each other, enjoyed successes 
mates and together experienced all that was done 
with us. Experienced, senior soldiers pilots flew 



in any weather. The units were sent to the 

air intercept, in the area, went to 

long-haul routes, carried mock battles 

trained in the firings. One of the best 

Interceptor Squadron was the commander of our 

managers. He flew in all weather. Once, when I 

carrying duty on the airfield, and Vasiliev was 

in the air, suddenly, everything was shrouded in thick fog. 

Hills surrounding the airfield, covered with pine trees, 

plunged into impenetrable darkness. Position 

create critical. Land the plane seemed 

impossible. Yet the commander and his 

driven out to the airfield and, breaking through the thick fog, 

just reached the landing course and fell to 

runway. Everyone was relieved. 

I rushed to the commander. He behaved as if 
Nothing happened, but said: 

- The need for accurate navigational calculations and 
confidence in the instruments ... And, of course, we must be abl 
handle not only the car but also the nerves. On 
fighter you are the king and god - pilot, navigator and 
arrows, one in three persons ... 

Their flight Vasiliev taught us young 
pilots, an object lesson in learning how to not get lost in 
any circumstances. A link to the commander, we have 
treated with more respect. 



The end of winter, we used to calculate the theoretical 

training, once again the material 

part. Then passed the tests for the right to use 

aircraft in the North. Features 

Indeed, there were many, and they should know 

each. In the staff brought us to new logbook. 

But as long as they are clean sheets. 

We started to fly at the end of March, when 

all have felt the breath of spring and 

long polar night began to give way to the same 

long polar day. I took out the commander 

managers. Sitting on the plane, I felt a familiar 

preflight excitement, for a few months 

I was not able to climb into the sky. Soared 

end of the night, in the blue predawn gloom 

twilight. Climbing, I, as always in the air, 

merged with the machine. But when the needle of the altimeter 

moved to a given line, looked down and 

I saw the sun. It penetrates the horizon, 

painting the sky and land in the golden color of morning 

dawn. Downstairs floated hills covered with pink 

snow, the land drops splashed bluish 

Lakes, and the deep blue sea of cold, gushing about 

granite rocks. 




With the first solo flight in a shelf 
Lieutenant Commander Yuri Gagarin congratulate 
Squadron Major B. Sieve (left) and Secretary 
Captain A. Roslyakov party organization. 

- What a beauty! - Involuntarily blurted out. 

- Do not get distracted from the devices, - was 
sobering voice Vasiliev. 

He's just like all of us, longing pas sun, but 
knew nothing in the air should not detract 
pilot of aircraft control. For him it was 
it is important that we meet with the sun right on 



expected time. He immediately told me this: 

- Emotions are emotions, and the case first. 

Thus began years of service in the real 
Arctic. 

Commander, thoroughly checking: my 
ability to handle the car, admitted to 
solo flight. Our new commander 
Squadron Major Vladimir Reshetov agreed 
with his decision, and when the first independent 
flight was made immediately at the plane together 
with party secretary Captain 
Anatoly Roslyakova congratulated me with this 
event. Comrades captured in the photo 
this point. I was pleased to send Vale 
Orenburg in a picture in which the three of us, 
dressed in fur suits, in flight helmets 
smiling full swing, shake hands. 
BcKopecaynunocbcoMHOMHenpuaTHoe 
accident. I was flying on instruments. Forecasters at 
day "gave" good weather - nothing 
boded storm. When I made the last 
exercise, suddenly began to darken. Down 
disappeared islands and bays. I realized close 
sw - the most annoying thing in the 
North, not only in heaven but on earth. Asked 
airport: the weather? A: tolerated but 



the minute visibility deteriorates, spare 

landing area is flooded with snow 

wave. "Well, to argue and wrestle with 

bad weather1 thought decisively and immediately saw 

fuel left to spare. The main thing in this situation 

- To keep the clarity and presence of mind. 

- Immediately back - ordered me 
The Flight. In his voice heard 
alarm tone. 

Involuntarily recalled the recent case of 
Vasiliev, and then, as he had found a way out 
such provision. I quickly figured in the mind 
the shortest route to the airfield, taking into account all 
crucial data: strong head wind, altitude 
flight time, fuel reserve. Fighting through 
blinding snow mess, I just follow orders 
flight director. I gave myself a clear report 
that the integrity of the machines and their own lives are at 
my hands and depend on how well will 
I run the team more experienced than I am, 
aviator - flight director. His calm 
handed to me. 

This cold-blooded, strong-willed officer once 
said: 

- A real man is characterized by four 
quality: warm heart, cold mind, strong hands 



and a clear conscience ... 

Instruments showed the aircraft reached the area 
airfield. But without seeing land, calculate landing 
I could not move. It was necessary, no matter how tense were 
nerves, make another circle, enter the drive 
radio station, and again plan for a landing. 

With a sense of relief, I saw unfolding 
gray ribbon of the runway. It was now possible 
to sit down. 

After shaking my hand, flight director said: 

- Fortune favors the brave. 

It was a compliment, in a much-needed 
young officers. 

Garrison lived intense creative life 
a healthy community. No one was drawn to 
preference, not killed, "goat", do not waste 
time on nonsense, no drinking, no 
divorce their wives. All lived in obedience 
great Soviet morality laws. 

Pilots, tehnikiimehanikinashego 
units realize that flying first 
satellites marked a 
the era of man's entry into outer 
space that cleverly designed 
Soviet scientists and engineers flying 
devices opens up tremendous opportunities for 



implementation of a number of important scientific 

research. Yuri Dergunov knew the history 

conquest of the air space and, arguing 

with us about the rapidity with which a 

Today started developing events related 

with further success in this business, led 

interesting ideas. He recalled that the entire 

It took fifty years to man, 

that after daring to lift the primitive 

balloon - is, by the way, was 

done at Ryazan Russian muzhik, assistant clerks 

Kryakutnym - to build the world's first airplane. 

Half that - only 75 years have passed from these 
work carried out by our compatriot, 
naval officer Alexander Mozhaysk on 
Krasnoselsky field near Petersburg, until 
launch of the first artificial Earth satellite. A 
Now, after only a few months, went up 
third satellite. 

- With such a rate - say with conviction 
Dergunov - quite far to the manned 
space. 

"How everything goes in the future?" - Thought 
I'm looking at the tear-silver-green 
moonlight sky high. Just think - 
our first satellite orbited fourteen hundred times 



around the Earth, and the other made almost a thousand 

more speed, way over a hundred million 

kilometers. 

We carefully read into the wonderful 

results of radio and optical observations 

the first two satellites, discussed the results of 

do with their density through research 

atmosphere, the ionosphere, cosmic radiation, 

various biological data. We are excited 

the findings of scientists who claim that living things 

satisfactorily tolerate the conditions of space 

flight. It was clear that this was done for 

research, the ultimate goal of 

provision of human space flight. 

I once heard: 

-1 do not use a satellite to me and without satellite 
nice to live. 

It was a narrow-minded nonsense. So you can 
was an agreement and to this - I'm on the CW 
I use, I do not listen to the radio, do not go on the train, I 
and without the bad. 

I understand that the government spared no means 
on everything related to space exploration, and I 
it seemed that a few thousand, and can be, and 
tens of thousands of experts in different fields 
Science and technology are working selflessly to 



solve the most daunting task of all, which 
ever set itself humanity. 

Radio broadcast a relatively meager news 
the flight of a new satellite. National newspapers in 
our distant garrison came late, so 

well as the letter. But we were waiting for them impatiently, 
frequented by mail. Finally came 
"Truth" is almost entirely occupied by a description 
third Soviet satellite. 

The newspaper had new information about the orbit of the satel 

Watching him on the flight, and most importantly - 

provide detailed satellite device. This is in 

the full sense of the word was an automatic scientific 

station in space. The article was written intelligibly 

popular language. 

Almost all of the newspaper was ischerkannoy color 
pencils, and the fields were full of our notes. 

Soon Engineer Regiment gave a lecture about the victories 

our scientists in the fight for the possession of the space 

space. The lecture came almost all 

officers, many with their wives and children. I watched as 

eyes light up teenagers when the lecturer said, 

that soon people will fly to the nearest 

planets. They are no longer interested in the aircraft - they 

they saw every day, now hearts of boys 

were given a new love - spacecraft, 






Yuri Gagarin and Valentina for a walk. 

I also felt some soul edge that 
change of aircraft will rocket. In the foreign press 
no, no and slipped message that the days of 
a human pilot on high-speed aircraft 
are numbered, that modern technology allows 
send a plane to anywhere in the world, 
they dropped bombs, and return the car to the start 
without the presence of a pilot on board. And at the 
However, I knew that the rocket and the spaceship 
are based on the aircraft, that it is 
aircraft making way into space, which the moon 
fly not a veterinarian, and a pilot. 

These days in the library, a new book 
- "Andromeda" by Ivan Yefremov 
riddled with historical optimism and faith in the 
progress in the bright communist future 
humanity. Back in his room, we read it 
in turn. We liked the book. She was 
Significant scientific fiction stories and 
novels, read in childhood. We loved 
krasochnyekartinybuduschego drawn 
in the novel, liked the description of the interstellar 
travel, we agree with the writer that 
Technical progress made by people later 
thousands of years would have been unthinkable without the ful 



Communist victory on the ground. 

In free flight, we went to 
mountain stream trout. This is a very pleasant 
occupation. Resting brain, and nothing to think. 

Complete rest... 

Sometimes, on Sundays, taking with them 
accordion, go to the hills, covered with grass and a stingy 
Northern pale colors. On the way, they sang 
favorite songs, reminiscent of distant relatives 
edges. Sailors felt liberated on 
Beach after a long voyage. Once, during a 
this walk, we stumbled upon the wreckage of the plane, 
mossy and lost among the stones. With us 
was an engineer, who fought in these parts. He quickly 
determined: it fragments "Messerschmitt". 

- Whose is this job? - Asked Jury 
Dergunov. 

- Who knows, - said the engineer - maybe Boris 
Safonov, maybe Sergei Kurzenkova ... 

We knew that Sergei G. Kurzenkov 

- Hero of the Soviet Union - was the first 
commander of our unit and was friends with 
famous Soviet ace - Severomortsev 

Boris Safonov. About Safonov still 
legend, the pilots call it 
sea eagle. 



Young Northern Fleet has become famous in the years 

War. The ships landed troops on its 

rocky coast, occupied by the enemy, escorted 

Allied convoys. Submarines 

Nikolai Lunin, Mohammed Hajiyev, Israel 

Fisanovich went to the Norwegian and North Seas, 

drowned enemy transports. The people knew and Heroes 

Soviet Union - sailor Basil Kisliakof 

the commander of the Marine Corps Victor Leonov 

, and many other defenders of the Soviet Arctic. 

Although since the war has been more than a half 
decades, the stone book of granite rocks can 
to read about what happened here. 

The debris struck by a car with peeling, 
half washed away by rain black cross 
reminded us a lot and made to think. 

We are at the forefront of northern outpost 
borders of our country, and we should be 
the same skilled, courageous pilots as 
Boris Safonov, Sergey Kurzenkov Zakhar Sorokin, 

Alex Khlobystov and many other heroes of the Great 

World War II - our elder brothers in 

Arms. 

Back home, everything I had seen and 
wrote to his wife changed her mind. 

Val soon graduated college, got a diploma 



medical assistant and a laboratory in early August came 
to me. And live it was nowhere. The house in which I 
promised a room under construction. But desperate 
regulations do not exist. A friend of the teacher 
to go on holiday and it is time to give us your 
room. Then we settled down, glad that the light 
not without good people. 

The first days of Val could not get used to 
northern nature, to the gloomy, drizzling sky 
to damp: wake up at night and the street light 
as day. Will bother me - slept, they say, 
flights. And I'm laughing: 

- This cock was brought in, so they are all mixed up - not 
know when to crow ... 

Soon, we were given a small room, but not in 
new home, as promised, and in an old, wooden. 
Roommates were Kropachevo - 
nice young couple. 

Autumn comes early in the North. It was necessary 
prepare for winter fuel. And we are in the evenings Valley 
sawn wood, then I stabbed them and fold 
woodpile. Svezhenakolotye wood smell good! 

Pomashesh evening Cleaver, and this will cover you 
pleasant fatigue - back ache, ache 
hand, the appetite played out for dinner, and then sleep 
soundly until morning. 



All was well with us in the garrison. And suddenly 
an accident. Yuri died Dergunov. Foolishly 
died. Not in the air and on the ground. Motorcycle with 
carriage in which he was riding with Alesha Ilyin 
the steep road between the hills, hit on the turn 
counterclaim in a truck. Yuri was killed on the spot, and 
Alesha escaped with bruises - he was thrown into the moss. 
So we know that there is light not only parks and 
gardens and cemetery overgrown with trees and bushes, 
and people can not only enjoy, but also cry. 

I lost one of his closest friends and 
long grieved. Bringing comfort me as she could, 
suggested valerian and sleeping pills, but I never 
was ill and did not take drugs. 

In this difficult time for me, we have moved closer to 
Family deputy squadron commander Boris 
Fedorovich Vdovin. I have always been in their house, 
playing with their four-year daughter Irochka. Her mother, 
Savelievna Maria, was an active and involved 
us young officers in art circles 
initiative. Amateur we had 
wide - almost fifty singers, dancers, 
entertainers. I sang in the choir. 

When Valya arrived, Maria Savelievna 
treated it with great participation. Helping 
worldly affairs, she quietly, with great tact 



Vale explained what it means to be a military wife 

pilot, how to endure hardship, to be able 

wait and never give up. I knew she 

Valya taught to recognize aircraft in the air 

our squadron, along with her spend hours 

near the airport when we were particularly 

complex missions, when we were flying over the sea. Hum 

diving plane to create an environment battle 

troubled women. 

The more tied to Val Marie 

Savelievna, tembolshekreplaimoya 

friendship with Boris Fedorovich. Small 

growth, mobile, blue-eyed, with an expressive 

thin face, he liked me his 

in love with life, ease of handling 

subordinates. At the airport, during the flight, he 

became a commander in strict and taciturn, 

and at home immediately changed, was cheerful, sociable and 

witty. We saw him and the commander, and 

mentor and good friend. He was in Zapevalov 

to all, and no singer and the song is not sung. 

Boris F. wrote poems and read them often 
at evening performances. Songs and ditties, 
he wrote, sung by our choir. He 
loved the Russian language, I felt the floor. He 
had a small library of cleverly chosen 



favorite poets. Stood on a shelf next to volumes of 
selected works of Pushkin, Lermontov, 

Shevchenko, Blok. There were books of Soviet poets 
- Mayakovsky, Tikhonov Selvinsky, baby 
Shengelia ... We also enjoyed these books. 

We read in a while and prose, published 
Military and the "Young Guard", favorite book 
Soldiers writers George Beriozko, Ivan 
Stadnyuk, Alekseev and others. Their 
product showed a Soviet soldier in full 
its tremendous growth, described the people's love 
to their liberator. Very popular 
enjoyed in the library of our environment magazine 
"The Soviet soldier", small booklets in this series 
We were with him everywhere. 

Took a short autumn, and winter came 
with its long polar night. Valya 
often admired anxious northern lights 
covering half the sky. It was magnificent, 
neither the incomparable spectacle. I flew to 
flickering light of the silvery-bluish Scorchlings, 
connecting heaven and earth, and on returning home 
Vale told about how even more beautiful look 
they are from a height of thousands of meters. 

Valya evenings reading books. Usually, 

Lying in bed, I read, and she occupied home 



chores, listening. We took in a library book 
of pilots. We liked the "Earth people" 

Antoine de Saint-Exupery - French pilot 
and journalist. He died as a hero, not having lived three 
weeks before the liberation of France. His book was 
much poetry and romance of flight, love for people. He 
described the peaceful labor of mail plane pilot. 

I remember the novel "Night Flight." Strongly 

it describes the behavior of the pilot, punches 

night through the storm, and the experiences of his young wife. 

This has happened with our pilots, and with our 

wives. 

I liked how Exupery wrote: "It is enough 
him, the pilot, just let go - and immediately their lives 
poured out a handful of useless dust. Fabienne 
is in possession of two live beating heart 
- My friend and ... "Or," Your road is paved 
the stars." 

Unfortunately, such "evening reading aloud" 
there were not so many. Valya was busy with 
with other women in social work, and 
I studied at the University of Marxism-evening 
Leninism. These classes require continuous 
access to primary sources - the works of Marx, 

Engels and Lenin. On the books I am for midnight 
sat with pencil in hand, uses up the whole 



Notebook abstracts for seminars. 

Seminars were busy. Listeners 
examining another topic, share their views, 
brought a lot of interesting everyday examples. 

In the writings of Lenin, we 

find answers to the many questions of the day. 

I copied from a book his book: "The mind 
man opened many prodigies of nature 
and open up even more, increasing their power 
over it... "These words made me remember 
satellites. 

A third of them were still circling the planet when 
world again shocked to hear - January 2, 1959 
, the Soviet Union launched a multistage 
space rocket to the Moon. It was 
watershed event. Man has become even closer 
to space. Groups of research 
institutes, design offices, factories and 
testing organizations, created a new 
rocket for interplanetary travel, dedicated the 
launch extraordinary XXI Congress of the Communist 
Party of the Soviet Union. 

Pondering all that was possible to learn about flight 
missiles, I felt like a little unwell and 
did not immediately understand what worries me the lack of 
education. Should not waste a single day, 



continue teaching. 

I already knew about cybernetics, heard talk of 
that the time will come - and computer 
replace the human brain. Accept that it was 
impossible for many reasons, not least because that 
as if the machine was not perfect, all decision 
also has to take a man in a critical case 
people more multilateral, and he had less 
space than a car. Finally, to support the 
machine in working order, is also required 
people. In short, the human brain - 
the most perfect work of nature - nothing 
change can not and will never replace. 

Three weeks after the launch of a multi-stage 

missiles in a report to the Party Congress XXI N. 

Khrushchev to thunderous applause from delegates 

said: "The world's first artificial satellite 

Earth was a Soviet satellite, the first artificial 

planet of the solar system is the Soviet 

planet. In the vast expanse of the universe 

she proudly carries a pennant with 

State Emblem of the Soviet Union and 

says "The Union of Soviet Socialist 

Republics. January, 1959." 

XXI Congress of the Communist Party! Outlining 
magnificent seven-year plan to further 



economic development of the country, he proposed 
to our people, which came in the period 
pa3BepHyTorocTpomenbCTBaKOMMyHMCTkNecKoro 

society of a challenge in all areas 

economic, political, ideological and 

Me>KflyHapoflHbixoTHoiueHMM.rny6oKon3y'Haa 

Materials Congress, we are well aware that 

Seven-Year Plan - a new, decisive milestone on 

path of historical development of our country. Before 

Soviet people, the Congress gave a clear and 

noble goal, and to achieve it had to be 

good work everyone. And we, the pilots, with more 

great zeal to do their duty, alert 

protect peaceful Soviet sky. The congress 

good words spoken about the problems of our country in 

the protection and defense of the world from the threat of attack 

by the imperialist powers, that 

that as long as there are aggressive military blocs 

to strengthen and improve the Soviet 

Armed Forces. 

The yard was raging winter, but the Congress 
introduced into the country spring revival. All 
stirred up, it's in motion, to awaken. 

Everywhere germinated seeds of the new. 

XXI Congress of the party played in my life 
a huge role. It was in those happy days 



I finally matured into a long-standing solution 
apply for admission as a candidate for the party. 

After all, those people to whom I tried to be 
Looks like someone went to live and work, were 
Communists. And when I told the clerk 
our Party organization captain Anatoly 
Roslyakov Pavlovich, he said approvingly: 

- Right, Yuri, the party will make you 
hardened fighter. 

On the same day I wrote a statement, ruining 

a lot of paper, while found dozens 

words, corresponding to my mood, my 

thoughts and aspirations. Comrades and Komsomol 

organization gave me advice, and soon I was 

accepted as a candidate for membership. It behooves 

I work and study harder to 

justify the great trust. At the time, "The History 

Communist Party of the Soviet Union "was 

my reference book. 

One happy event led to another. 

In mid-April, I took a maternity Valya 

house next to our garrison town, and 

he returned home. For Vale, I always felt 

extraordinary tenderness and never worried 

the way these days. Yes, probably, all the young fathers, 

waiting for the firstborn, experiencing something similar. 



I wanted a girl. On vacation 

We even had an argument, what to buy a dowry. Valya 
wanted a boy and chose, as expected for 
boy, pale blue blanket. 

I was worried and quite often called from 

garrison in the maternity hospital. Tired of all the horrible - 

I was recognized by his voice and made fun of my 

look promising, that everything they say, will cost 

safely. And I believed him and did not believe, and again called 

Even the telephone operator became offended. 

Finally, my call answered the question: 

- Are you waiting for a boy? 

- No, a girl -1 said quickly. 

- Well, congratulations on your wish-fulfillment: 
a girl, seven and a half pounds. 

And what is that seven and a half pounds? Many 
or not? I wanted to immediately rush to the 
maternity hospital, but did not have a car and I was able to go 
in the morning. Neither Vale nor daughter, of course, 
allowed, but the note and handed gifts. 

Valya was discharged after a week. I came for 
her military "jeep" and all the way back 
gently holding baby in her arms, afraid something 
damage to this fragile and so dear to me 
being. Straight road flooded sun, and above it 
circling the white sea birds. Fresh April 


wind was flying towards us. He felt happy, 
wanted to sing. Well, if the whole life of our 
daughter was a bright, spring road. 

Already driving up to our house, I said to my wife: 

- You suffered - your right to choose the name of our 
girl... 

- And I call her Helen, - said Valya. 

Elena! Beautiful Russian name! This name was 
inscribed in the metric of our daughter. 

With the child in the home has increased 

worries. Only a young father can understand 

what a pleasure to bathe in the warm water of its 

a small, helpless child, swaddle him, 

worn hands, whispering immediately invented 

lullaby. After returning home from 

airport, I spent time with the baby, 

helped his wife in economic matters. I went to 

grocery store, carried water, stoked the furnace. Rights 

was a poet when he wrote: "I love it when the house is 

children and when they cry at night." 

The work was up to his neck, but it works for the soul and 
body, as the best exercises - work. For all 
not enough time, and I am what is called, did not leave 
of time pressure. 

A flight becomes more and more difficult, 
flew over the restless, stormy spring- 



sea. Flying system, which is important in the management of 

air combat, flying on instruments "blind" 

studied radio navigation. Carried out over the sea and 

mock battles. Had to train 

with such an "enemy", as Boris Vdovin. 

He was a tenacious fighter and air was considered 
invulnerable. 

Once I got the task to intercept plane 
Vdovin. To intercept and attack aircraft 
The "enemy" had to catch up and 
attack the tail. Climbed, went to 
the target area. I managed to quietly Vdovin 
attack it from the top of the rear hemisphere. But 
even before I got out to the distance of the fire, 
defeat the purpose to secure the film 
kinofotopulemeta, Vdovin put his "MiG" in 
steep turn. I rushed him. And Virage we 
a few minutes of each other, and neither one of us 
could not go to the tail of the other. Each persisted 
and remained out of reach. It would, probably, 

We carousel spun wildly as long as 

tanks had fuel but Vdovin gave the command, 

I was attached to his car, and we are happy with each 
another wing to wing, back to the airfield. 

- Strong you, brother, became - with approval 
laughingly told me Vdovin on the ground when 



tension eased. - The teachers 

you put on the blades. This is how the future. 

He had a habit of making fun of people 
he likes. 

My growth as a fighter pilot and air 
promote the systematic sports. 

In winter, skiing and skating, and summer - Athletics 
and basketball. Basketball liked his 
swiftness, agility and the fact that it is always 
reigned collective spirit of competition. Throws the ball 
in the basket with the move and hit the jump worked out 
eyes, the accuracy and consistency of movements and 
body. There are other, equally interesting and useful 
game, but I like the old basketball enthusiast, 
take this opportunity to say that, in my opinion, 
this is the best game. 

Tennis - also a great game that requires 
physical endurance, as in football, a good 
eye, wit and intelligence, as in chess. 

Unfortunately, wherever I have 

to learn and to serve, the tennis courts were not. A 

sorry! For a military pilot tennis is very useful, 

and what is good for pilots, and for good 

all. This is perhaps the only sports game 

which you can do from childhood to old 

age. 



CiaBKaHflUflaTOMBHneHbinapTHM I 

received public order - edit 
eskadrilskogo combat sheet. It houses 
Notes pilots and technicians on the life and 
study, otmechalisuspehi, dostignutyev 
flights, criticized those who made mistakes. 

We timed out and to combat leaf 

important political event that lived 

country. One of the most successful, according to 

political workers, was the battle piece dedicated 

Khrushchev's visit to the mission of peace and friendship in 

United States in September 1959. 

Three days before the departure of Khrushchev in Moscow 
Washington in the Soviet Union, there were two 
events like thunder swept around the world: 
the Neva, to a parking lot in the October storm 
night in 1917 the legendary "Aurora" came 
mighty ship of the world - the icebreaker "Lenin", and to the moc 
rushed space rocket. She carried a pennant 
with our national emblem. Two red 
five-pointed stars were lit at the same time: one 
- The yardarm submarine and the other - on the far 
interplanetary highway. 

"Time will come and bring with our astronauts 
Moon to Earth samples there the rock,wrote 
we are in the combat sheet. 



We passionately believe that man will penetrate 
space at high speed round the Earth, 
and then the time comes to exciting start - to the moon, to 
Mars, Venus ... 

On the radio and in the newspapers pilots watched 
triumphal visit of Khrushchev by city 
United States of America. In Lenin's room 
our squadron was posted a map on it 
marked route: Washington - New York - Los 
Angeles - San Francisco - Des Moines - Pittsburgh 
Washington again. And everywhere a joyful meeting, 
expressions of welcome and delight. At the time, my 
heart torn uncontrollably into space. I read 
in newspapers and magazines all that concerned this 
question. At a meeting at the National Press Club 
in Washington, DC, American reporters asked N. 
Khrushchev: 

- When you think to throw on the moon? 

- Man in the space we will send then - said 
Khrushchev - when will the necessary 
specifications. While these conditions are not present, 
these words of the head of the Soviet Government 

I was excited and at the same time comforted. I 
realized that in our country being serious work 
training of human space flight and that 
I still have some time to think things through and 



finally decide to file a report with the request 
enroll me as a candidate for the astronauts. 

I submit that this report, there was no doubt. I 
not afraid to start my life over again. 



READY TO NUMBER ONE 

A few days after the return of NS 

Khrushchev from a trip to the U.S., during which 

American people, the people of all countries again 

clearly seen in the pursuit of the Soviet Union 

to the world, our scientists have launched the third space 

rocket. She went around the moon, photographed her 

invisible from the ground portion and send the image to the 

Ground. This new, unprecedented victory stirred 

all mankind. Again the high wave of applause 

in honor of the Soviet Union occurred across 

continents. 

Life makes significant amendments to my 
ideas and plans. If I only recently figured 
there is still time for reflection, it is now 
realized procrastinate any longer. The next 
day, as required by the articles of war, I gave 
a report on the team with a request to enroll me in 
group of would-be astronauts. I thought that 
the time for completing the group. 

And I was right. I was invited to a special 
medical board. 

The Commission was cantankerous. It was 
not so, as in our annual Summer 



medical examinations. These pilots are used to, 
and there is nothing "wrong" they have not seen. But here, 
starting with the first expert - but it turned out to 
ophthalmologist -1 realized how serious it. 

Eyes checked very carefully. It was necessary 
a "unit" on sight, that is free and 
sure to read the entire table of letters and symbols 
start to finish, from large to very small. 

Meticulously searched for latent squint, checked 

night vision, we carefully examined the eye 

bottom. I had not one, as usual, and seven times 

be an eye doctor, and every time it started 

afresh again tables letters and symbols, check 

color vision, look right eye, look 

left, look there, look here ... One 

In short, the doctor worked on the well-known saying: 

"Measure twice - cut once." He sought, 

searched, but no bitch no hitch in my eyes is not 

found. 

Audited the ability to work in 
complicated conditions. It is proposed 
arithmetic with numbers that 
First we had to find a special table. 

Such consideration and speed, and 

the correct answer. At first glance, the decision 

the problem was simple. But suddenly switched 



loudspeaker from which the monotonous voice began 
prompt decision. However, instead of using 
voice strong interfering focus. Attention 
began to dissipate, as required to make 
themselves continue to work regardless of the 
"A helpful friend." It was difficult. However, it is 
were only flowers - berries were ahead. 

Physicians were many, and every strict as prosecutor. 
The sentences are not subject to appeal - candidates 
the astronauts flew to the Commission with a terrible 
force. Defective physicians and neurologists, 
surgeons and laryngologist. We obmeryali at random, 
tapping on the body, "Morse code", a cool 
on a special device, checking the vestibular 
vehicles ... The main subject of research were 
our hearts. It is read by all physicians 
biography of each. And it was impossible to conceal. 
Sophisticated equipment is all, even the 
minimum flaws in our health. 

Commission directed the aircraft experienced doctor 
Eugene A. - a man of great erudition. 

Beautiful, blue-eyed, witty, and he immediately 
to win all our group, and even those who 
already deducted for health reasons, leaving a 
good feel to it. 

- In medicine, do not get angry, guys - seeing 



them, he joked. - Continue to fly, but not in excess 
stratosphere. 

Dropping out was great. Of the ten people left 
one. But he was not sure that he would not write off 
next commission that everyone promised to 
Eugene A. farewell. To prepare for such 
Commission and he advised me. 

The first stage has been passed, and I had 

hope. I returned to the regiment, and stretched days 

expectations. Time sheets quickly flips 

calendar. As before, the morning I left for 

airfield, flying over land and sea, carrying duty 

on a shelf in my spare time skied, leaving 

Lena in the care of neighbors, along with the Valley to 

"Norway" promptly ran a few laps 

Garrison on the rink still edit 

combat sheet, nursing my daughter, I read the tragedy 
Shakespeare and Chekhov's stories, the second time 
reread the novel by Victor Hugo 'Toilers of the Sea." 

I waited and waited and waited for the secondary call. It is diffic 
Was it because I was waiting for one. Bringing anything yet 
did not know. On his first trip to the medical 
I omitted the commission, said that it was common 
on a business trip. I was tormented 
conscience: we do not hide from each other. 

But there was certainly a very unusual case, and while 



it is best to keep quiet. So advised and Eugene 
A., and the commander of the regiment. 

And the days were going and going. Already it seemed that ab 
I forgot that I did not fit. After all, I rise 
a small, frail-looking, I, biceps boast 
I could not. And with me were guys Commission 
you need - blood and milk, Guards growth, oblique 
broad-shouldered, the most that neither is a big guy ... 

Where do I compete with them! I tried to forget about his 
report, the Commission - and could not. 

Valya was raising her daughter, was busy errands 
women's council, wanted to do with the time 
in medical school. In the evenings, when we 
met at home, she no-no and looked at 
I have a strange, questioning look, 
like guessing what's going on in my mind. 

-1 do not if you're sick, Yura? - Try to find out it 
and, like all doctors, advised to measure the temperature. 

I dutifully put the thermometer under his arm. But 
the mercury stubbornly refused to rise above 
36.6. Still, I was sick disease, which is not 
name in medicine - thrust into space continued 
torture me. But I knew from the disease no doctor 
could not heal me. 

And when I'm really desperate, when, apparently, no longer 
is no hope, came paper: me again 



called for a commission. I went back and did not say 
Vale, where and why they called me. 

The same thing happened again. But the demands 
doctors has doubled. All analyzes were 
good, nothing in my body has changed. 

Eugene A. was pleased. 

- The stratosphere is not the limit for you, - he reassured. 
It was the most pleasant words he had heard 
ever. 

Clinical and psychological examinations, 

Commission first started, continued. Besides 
state of women, doctors were looking at each hidden 
failure or reduced resistance 
organizmakfaktoram, harakternymdlya 
space flight, was evaluated by the reaction 
under the influence of these factors. Examined at 
using the latest biochemical, physiological, 
electrophysiological and psychological methods 
and specific functional tests. Us 
kept in the chamber at various degrees 
thin air, spun in a centrifuge, 
like a carousel. Physicians identify which 
our memory, intelligence, how easy 
switches attention to what capacity 
fast, accurate, assembled movements. 
npi/ioT6opeMHTepecoBanncb6i/iorpa4)i/ieM, 



family, friends, social activities. 
Otsenivalinetolkozdorove, noi 
cultural and social interests, emotional 
stability. 

To go into space looking for warm hearts, 

quick mind, strong nerves, an indomitable will, 

fortitude, courage, cheerfulness. Like 

to orient future astronaut could not 

lost in the complex environment of flight, instantly 

respond to changes and to take all 

cases, only the right decisions. 

All it took several weeks. Again 

dropped out a lot of guys. I stayed in a number of 

selected pilots - would-be astronauts. 

After a few days the whole of our group took 
Commander of the Air Force 
Konstantin Vershinin. At this meeting 
among other distinguished generals of our aviation 
I am happy to see it was one of the first 
Heroes of the Soviet Union - Nick Peters 
Kamanina, which I had heard so much more from 
his former frontline kills, Chief 
Saratov Flying Club GK Denisenko. 

For the first time in my life I, the youngest officer 
have spoken with the Chief Marshal. 

He greeted us with a father, as his sons. 



Interested in military service, family 

affairs, asked about wives and children and 

concluded by saying that we are looking forward to the Motherl 

From now on, I had to part with his regiment, 
to say goodbye to his friends and his family depart 
to the place of the new service. Opened up a new and very 
interesting chapter in my life. 

I returned home the day of his birth. Valya 
knew that I was coming, and in the oven baked birthday 
cake decorating it with my initials and a number 
"26." Just think, recently was sixteen and 
For twenty-six! But I also like the boy- 
artisan, enthusiastically looking at opening 
my eyes wide, flooded with sunlight 
world. 

The cake came to us my friends and girlfriend 
Wali. And although no one really knew 
all the idea that we will soon leave the garrison. 

Vale, I said that I was assigned to a flight 
test work, and that we will soon leave for 
center of Russia. She shared the news with friends. 

And so it thought - Gagarin becomes pilot 
test, will test the new machine. 

At the table, there was much talk about the pilot- 
testers. They were talking about the struggle of our 
Aviation for speed, altitude and range. 



They remembered that the last time many pilots 
Test won homeland new world 
Records: Vladimir Ilyushin on "T-431" rose 
nearly thirty-kilometer altitude, George 
Mosolov in the "E-66" flying at a speed almost 
two and a half times the speed of sound. 

Valentin Kovalev raised higher ceiling 
increased the capacity of our passenger 
airships. Have worked hard to 
development of our Air Force, and many others 
aviators. 

- Now it's for you, Yuri, - said jokingly 
Anatoly Roslyakov - Secretary of our Party 
organization. 

For some reason he was sure that I will do something 
extraordinary. 

I listened to his comrades and said nothing. Indeed ahead for 
such records to which all reached 
paled. She remembered the pilots with whom I 
was at a reception at the Chief Marshal. 

Each of them was burning determination to give all their 
forces to prepare for such missions. Some 
subconscious instinct I guess, that every 
have set a record space: one before 
others later. The case was in time. 








The textbook. 

Gramophone was playing. Boris Vdovin read his 
new poem. Then the choir sang, and under 
end talking about a new law passed 
session of the Supreme Soviet of the USSR, a significant 
reduction of our Armed Forces. This law 
moved by officers of the regiment, and all the talk 
necessarily confined to this. 

- You'd go to the testers - said 
Vdovin - and I certainly want to "citizen" 

Give ... it all starts over again ... 

Comrades understood that the law probably will concern 
our regiment. 

After all, the main mode of the Soviet Armed Forces 
Steel missile troops. Rocket slowly supplanting 
and aircraft, and artillery, became another look 






To place a new destination, we arrived 

on the plane. Valya not tolerate air 

travel, but she agreed to this flight, 

knowing that short of time and I was already waiting. We 

quickly arrange housing, and I, along with new 

colleagues began their studies. 

First of all we are thoroughly acquainted with the 
what awaits man who goes 
into space. Military doctor Vladimir, 
largest specialist aviation medicine 
told us in detail about the factors to 
encountered by the living body when flying 
into space. He divided them 
into three classes. Go to first Vladimir 
include factors that depend on the physical 
condition of the space: low 
barometric pressure - in fact, a deep 

vacuum, other than on the ground, the gas composition of the 
medium; 

sudden changes in temperature, the different types of 



ionizing radiation, meteorite danger. 

The second class of factors professor credited with all 

depending on the rocket flight - noise, vibration, 

extreme forces, weightlessness. And, finally, to 

third class factors include artificial 

atmosphere in a space ship, limited 

dimensions of the cockpit, the restriction of physical activity 

a man in this cab, its 

emotional stress, pressure on the nerves 

and mind, and, finally, the disadvantages associated with 

stay in special clothes. 

All this was new, interesting, and we listened 
bated breath, not missing a single word. Us 
as it opened the door to the world of science. 

Every day, Vladimir and others 
experts reveal to us, ordinary 
pilots, fascinating picture of what 
has already been done and accomplished scholars 
investigate how affect the conditions of space 
flight of the living organism. It was found that from 1951 
year, except for laboratory experiments in institutions 
conducted research on the biological 
missiles fired up, the compartments are 
housed animals. 

The first such mission, carried out in the Soviet 
Union at the height of 112 kilometers, was a success. 



Bylipoluchenydannye showing 

the possibility of short-term stay 

animals in space. Following that examined 

opportunity to stay in animal suits 

hermetic cabins and their descent from high altitudes 

to parachute systems. They descended from a height of 

90 kilometers in 65 minutes. 

- And then our rockets soared 
dvuhsotkilometrovuyu height, - said Vladimir 
Ivanovic. - These flights also brought good 
results. 

Missiles were thrown animals, higher and higher. 

Supplied several tests with flying 

animals to a height of 450 kilometers to the belt particles 

high energy. This research helped 

identify opportunities to stay living beings 

in space. 

Our scientists to study the biological conditions 
spaceflight chose dogs. Dogs - 
animals are calm, their physiology is well understood, 
they are amenable to training and preparation. 

Similar studies have been conducted and are conducted in the 
United States. 

But the Americans conducted their experiments on small 
rodents, in mice and monkeys. They sent 
monkeys in space under anesthesia, to switch off 
while the cerebral cortex. 



- It - explains Vladimir us - 

contrary to the teachings of the great Russian physiologist 
Ivan Pavlov, and we abandoned 
such experiments. 

We all remember the famous flight of the dog Laika 
second artificial earth satellite. Unlike 
from previous studies it possible to study the flight 
lasting impact accelerations in deriving 
satellite into orbit and the subsequent state 
weightlessness, which lasted several days. 

Observing body Laiki undertaken 

with various delicate instruments 

formed the basis for the development of tools, 

ensure the safety of manned 

outer space. 

- In short, guys, - said one. Pilots 

our group, going to lectures by Vladimir 

Ivanovich - we can say that the dog - the best friend 

astronaut! 

Image Laiki meets pas post 

stamps and postcards, the boxes of cigarettes. But she, 

law, deserved more. And, perhaps, when she- 

ever a monument, as set in Koltushi 

by, Leningrad bronze sculpture nameless 

Dogs - the subject of research medicine. 

We were in perfect conditions. Everything 



We had nothing to distract from the love, 

interesting activities. We respect 

to our doctors. It is they who determine the conditions 

support life and human health 

spacecraft cabin, took an active 

involved in its creation, to develop a reliable 

spacesuit and scientific medical recording 

equipment. I often sit on the garden bench 

under the tree, is already covered by the kidneys, and began 

reason. Sometimes it's nice to be alone and 

to sort out their thoughts and impressions of the day. 

Most often it was at sunset or at night, 
when the sky gird oneself smoking Milky Way. 

People are afraid of change, but also loves them. 

Our lives are changed, and changed to 

better. I reflected on what a huge 

scope of work to develop the acquired space 

space in the Soviet Union, and how much money 

labor invested in this business. One Vladimir I. 

said Nikita Khrushchev informed about everything 

achieved, a lively interest in all the work, 

necessary for scientists to minimize the risk of not only 

for life, but for the health of the astronaut. 

We see the plan preparation 
space flight. This was an extensive 
program, including information on basic 



theoretical matters necessary cosmonaut 
and ensures the acquisition of skills, 
ability to use equipment and facilities 
spacecraft. We had to learn 
basics of rocket and space technology, design 
ship, astronomy, geophysics, space 
medicine. Ahead airplane flights in 
zero gravity, a lot of training in the layout 
space capsule, in a specially 
equipped with soundproof and thermal 
cells in a centrifuge and shaker. In short, 
work - no end. 







In a healthy body - healthy mind. 

Number one until ready to fly into space was 
yet oh so far away. 

Classes began. They were held in a very 
different atmosphere than at the college, the college 
or shelf. Here was absolute silence, and 
engaged us with loud prominent experts 
names. Everyone - the major theoretical work 
Each has made a significant contribution to Soviet science. 

Our working day began with an hour of morning 
charging. Engaged in the open air, 
rain or shine, under the supervision of doctors. There were 
Special lessons for physical education: gymnastics, games 
with the ball, diving from the springboard and tower, 
exercises on the high bar and parallel bars, on the trampoline, 
with dumbbells. Lots of swimming and diving. People who do nc 
swimmers who are afraid of the water for the astronauts 
no good. All of these activities, we worked out 
fluency skills body in space, 
increased ability to endure long 
physical stress. 

To some extent, this objective pursued and jumping 

Parachute, produced at the airport, near 

river. 

Before I had to leave this 
airport, we received a telegram from Orenburg: 



seriously ill Ivan Stepanovich - father Wali. 
Consultation, we have decided that while I 
pass parachute practice with Valya 
my daughter will go to his family. Moreover, that 
and her mother - Barbara S. also felt 
malaise. So they did. 

After the first parachute jump, perfect 

even in the Saratov flying club, I had to jump 

only four times - in Orenburg Aviation 

School in the regiment. It was the usual training 

jumps, which relies to perform each 

pilot. Now to master complex 

jumping on the instructor's program. Special 

focus on long jump and downhill at 

water. 

Coached us Nicholas Roerich - 

Honored Master of Sports, one of the most famous 

Soviet paratroopers, the owner of several 

world records, including the record of the protracted 

jump, when he fell over a fourteen 

five hundred meters, without disclosing the parachute. 

To learn from a master was interesting. He 

taught us: how to leave the aircraft, as 

control the body in free fall, as 

determine the distance to the ground, and how to land 

alight on water... 



In a short time I ran about forty 

jumps. And they did not look at each other. 

Each jump was experienced in their own way, every time 
delivering a mixed feeling of excitement and joy. 

I liked them and longing, covering body 

before the jump, and the thrill, the rush and whirl of the 

jump. Parachute polished character 

hone will. It is very good that our country 

Hundreds of thousands of young men and women are engaged 

bold sports. 



Yuri Gagarin on training pole 
parachute. 

In moments of rest, Nicholas Roerich - 
natural man and a wonderful storyteller - 
shared with us the episodes of its rich 



practices and incidents from the life of Nikolay Evdokimov 

and Constantine Kaytanova - pioneers protracted 

jumps. Each of the episodes was told by 

not only entertaining, but also instructive. These were 

illustrative examples of how the jumper must 

behave in the air. 

In a series of jumps performed by us at 
long delay in opening the parachute and I 
and my comrades had to get into the 
so-called shtopornoe position. In this case, 
very unpleasant phenomenon body suddenly starts 
rapidly rotate around its own axis, and 
if you're in a spiral with great strength screwed 
in the air, his head is filled with a lead weight, 
there is pain in the eyes, and all of you cover 
incredible weakness. Went into a spin, you lose 
spatial orientation, you twists and 
wagging like mad, you're getting 
helpless. Nicholas Roerich 
showed us how to using hands 
and feet like rudders out of a spin. 

He recommended us to position flat, facing 
ground with outstretched hand in hands and feet. 

This situation, by the way, one cultivated 
of the most famous paratroopers of test - 
Vasyl Romaniuk, jumped more than three thousand times. 



It is the most to insure stability 

body in free fall. And we are not just convinced 

in this. 

At the end of all parachute training 
we were given a certificate and instructor 
Icons instructors paratroopers. This icon 
admit, I was very proud and happy to 
attached it to the tunic under the icon of a military pilot 
3rd class. 

Often came to the airport news from Vale 
from Orenburg. Actually, she does not like to send 
writing, and then they went one by one. I never 
guessed at the time that these letters covered the first 
alarm, and then the grief - her father died, Ivan 
Stepanovich. But Valentina did not tell me about this before 
As long as not the end of our jumps. Kind, 
close friend, she did not want to upset me, 
knowing that this could be reflected in my soul 
state, and hence, on the difficult tasks, 
that I had to perform at that time. Here 
and thus with his beloved wife, the mountain - Polhora and 
joy - twice. 

From the airport, which hosted the parachute, 

I returned home on the same day, when the 
our country, led the first Soviet space 
ship to orbit satellite. 



The next morning all the newspapers published 

soobschenieTASS, vkotoromprivodilis 

shocking data on weight - more 

four and a half tons - and this equipment 

spacecraft. On board were 

hermetic cabin with a load equal to the weight 

man, and everything necessary for the future 

human space flight, and various 

equipment with power supplies. 

Triumphantly walked spacecraft over the planet 
appeared over Paris, London, San Francisco, 

Melbourne, Ottawa and many other cities 

countries, heralding a new phase of the struggle of the Soviet 

Scientists for penetration into space. Occurred 

beautiful phenomenon, will further strengthen the 

man's power over nature. We saw that 

Our planet is not so great when flying 

apparatus, created by human hands, flies her 

some one and a half hours. 



Training in the centrifuge. 

- In such a ship, probably, and we'll fly - 
told our guys. 

It was clear that the spacecraft is 
built that is working out and testing systems 
ensuring its safety, the return 
Earth and the necessary conditions of life 
human flight. We had to hurry to his studies, 
and even, God forbid, the ship finally equip 
and tested, and we are prepared to ensure that 
climb on it in cosmic expanses. And 
each of us is even harder to classes and prinaleg 
training. 

The time came for training in the centrifuge. 


This is a simple device designed to 
training the body to endure large 
congestion. Schematically it can be represented 
a rocker arm mounted on a shaft. At one 
end of the beam cabin arranged for a man 
placed on another load balancing. 

The faster you turn the rocker arm axis, the 
greater increase acceleration in the body, the 
More it is overloaded. 

I often trained in the centrifuge, 
each time feeling the ever-increasing 
weight of his own body. Something similar already 
had to endure during the flight when 
It dramatically out of the steep dive. 

Then I came over to the incredible weight, 

she seemed pressed into the seat cockpit, you can not 

had to lift a finger, as if fog blanketed 

eyes. This is the effect of overload, when the weight 

person increases several times. 

We were told that such a phenomenon, but it is much 
stronger and more stretched in time, we 
meet at the start of the spacecraft and its 
descent from orbit. 

We continued to train on the centrifuge. 

In contrast to the pilot in the cockpit, we 
occupied recumbency and the overload, so 



way, was distributed throughout the body more 
evenly. Weighed heavily. The eyes are not closed, 
difficulty breathing, muscle warp 
face, increased heart rate, 
increased blood pressure, blood becomes 
heavy as mercury. 

During training in a centrifuge, I, like others, 
gradually get used to greater and more 
accelerations withstand long periods of repeated 
overload. Was connected to a centrifuge 
very precise and complex electrophysiological 
equipment designed to record 

(£M3MMeCKOrOCOCTOHHMHM4)yHKMMOHanbHOM 

possibilities of the human body. We 
tested for attention, intelligence, 
had to produce a specified operating 
movement. At breakneck speed should call 
and remember suddenly appearing on the light 
display numbers from one to ten. Increasing 
least, they are reduced in size. On 
top speed I managed correctly 
see and call the "seven" or "eight". 

We, the candidates for astronauts, not only 
is the theory of training and passed, but 
and lived a public life. We, as 
everywhere, issued martial sheets. They came out 



under our mood consonant names: 

"Moon", "Mars", "Venus." One of me 
wrote a note, as standouts for the Study of 
theory, and then the fact that I - A student at 
simulators. And although it was written by hand, just 
in one instance, who could only read 
small group of people, I was pleased this 
comradely encouragement. 

To be sure, and learned, and practiced 
all with enthusiasm, knowing that lost time 
never to return. 

Perhaps nowhere with such enthusiasm have not been studied 
science and technology, both in our group. It reigned 
spirit of comradely mutual assistance. If anything 
went wrong in one, all rushed to help him 
and in word and deed. Competing with each other, 

We saw each other not competitors, and 
like-minded people who seek the same goal. We 
knew that the first flight will choose one of us. 

But it is also well known and that and the other, there 

work that others will do more of the first, to extend the 

and develop that starts first. Someone will 

one orbit around the Earth, some few turns, someone 

then fly to the moon, and they will be the first. We were 

cohesive and united as four brave Soviet 

soldiers, winning element in the Pacific. 



I wanted to go to space flight member 
Party. This has become a tradition of the Soviet people: 
on the eve of the decisive events in the life 
come to the Leninist party, to join her 
ranks. So did the builders of the first five, so 
there were heroes of the Great Patriotic War. So 
come now. 

My experience of stay in the party's candidate 
expired. Fellow soldiers from the North sent me 
recommendations. Former squadron commander Vladimir 
M. Reshetov said: "Throughout 
Service Gagarin was the best officer 
Politically developed parts ... well... Took 
active participation in the social and sporting 
events ... Taken over by the socialist 
The obligation to fulfill in good faith ... "In 
recommendations of the Secretary of the party organization 
AHaTonnanaBnoBMHaPocnaKOBaroBopunocb: 

"I know Yuri Gagarin as the executive, 

disciplined officer... flies intelligently 

and confident... He was a member of the Komsomol 

Office of the ... party mission fulfilled 

in a timely manner and in good faith ... "And in the third 

recommendations of the Communist Anatoly 

Fedorovich llyashenko, was written: "Gagarin 

A. ideologically, morally stable 



in the home tidy. Being a student of the evening 


me. 

life. 



It 


Thank you! 
government. 

I was in great agitation, which is 
never experienced an unusual feeling 
a burst of energy and was ready to run immediately that 



said. 

A month later, I was summoned to the party committee. Togett 
with 

me there came a group of officers. All worried 
as I was. Finally the door opened: 

- Comrade Gagarin, go ... 

Party secretary handed me a red standing 
little book of party ticket and, shaking his hand, said: 

- Always and everywhere do as taught us 
great Lenin. 

Each person takes a sample of the life of another, 
lives in his heart. Such a model for 
Soviet people is Lenin. 

-1 will be worthy of the title of a communist -1 said 
slightly trembling voice. 

Back home, I showed the Vale and her mother, 

Barbara Semyonovna visit with us, party 

ticket, and only then looked at the number - 

08909627. From now on, I became a member of the Communis 

Party - particle multimillion mighty 

vanguard of the Soviet working class. 

Women have congratulated me, and Barbara S., 
first time, calling me by name and patronymic, said: 

- Most of you take responsibility for yourself, Yuri 
A.. Communist - such a person: sit on 

a speck of dust, and everything in sight. 

Admission to the party was a great event in my 


life. And that night I wrote about it to his father in 
Gzhatsk. He always wanted me to be a communist. And 
the old man's dream come true. 

In those happy days for me have been 
a welcome introduction to the Chief Designer 
spacecraft. We saw a broad-shouldered, 
funny, witty man, this hare, 

with a good Russian surname, name and patronymic. 

He immediately endeared himself and treated us like 
with equal, with his closest aides. 

Chief designer began dating questions 
contacting us. He was interested in our 
well-being at every stage of training. 

- It is hard! But it is necessary to go through all of this, or not 
able to stand there, - he said and pointed to the sky. 

When one of my friends complained that 

unbearably hot in the heat chamber, he explained that 

in-flight temperature in the cabin 

will range from 15 to 22 degrees Celsius, but 

astronaut must be prepared for anything, because in 

time of entry into the vessel atmosphere 

the outer casing warms up, perhaps to 

several thousand degrees. Each of us internally 

gasped man in the shell heated to a 

great heat! This troubled and fascinated 

simultaneously. 



Chief Designer slowly led us to 
his creation - the spacecraft, the most 
perfect construction of modern technology, 
embody the many achievements of science. 

- Look, - said Chief Designer - 

the outer surface of the ship and the cockpit 

covered with a reliable thermal protection. It was she 

protect them from burning during the descent. 

Fascination, we've looked at 

have not seen an aircraft. Chief 

Konstruktorobyasnil, chtokorabl satellite 

mounted on a powerful multi-stage rocket 

carrier and after reaching orbit separated from her 

the last stage. He told us what we are 

did not know - that the program of the first manned flight 

last for one orbit around the Earth. 

- However, the ship can carry a satellite and 
longer flights, - he added. 

We were given the opportunity to properly inspect 
ship outside. All noticed that the cabin 
pilot does not blind, as we expected 
before, and looks at us attentive eyes 
portholes. There were several. 

- The glass in these portholes - explained 

us - also heat resistant. Through them, will be conducted 
observations during the flight. 



One by one we were in the cockpit 

ship. It was much roomier cockpit 

on the plane. While in the chair, the astronaut could 

perform all monitoring operations and communication with 

Ground, flight control, and if necessary 

to manage the ship. What did not 

was unusual in that cockpit! And it is not so, 

as on an airplane. 

Was located on the left panel pilot. It 

are handles and switches that control 

operation of radio systems governing 

temperature in the cabin, and also includes 

manual control and engine braking. To the right 

placed radio, containers 

food and turn the orientation of the spacecraft. 

Right in front of the chair astronaut - instrument 

board with a few micrometer dial 

and signal boards, elektrochasy and 

Globe, the rotation of which coincided with the movement 

spacecraft in orbit. Below the instrument panel was 

installed a television camera for monitoring 

for an astronaut from Earth. And below that is 

porthole with optical orientator. 

Every first time for a few minutes spent on 
chair - workplace astronaut. It was 
installed at an angle such that in areas 



launch spacecraft into orbit and descent from her 

Overload acted in the chest - back 

astronaut, that is, in the most favorable 

for his direction. Chair was a 

small but complex structure. It was 

mounted safety harness and parachute system 

ejection and pyrotechnic devices and 

all you need for the forced landing 

- An emergency supply of food, water and supplies, 

radios for communication and direction finding. In the chair 

were also ventilation spacesuit 

and parachute oxygen device. It was 

equipped with reliable automation. 

- Astronaut lands being in the cockpit 
ship - told us the chief designer. - But 
we have also provided a variant, when 
necessary, he may leave the ship. 

What we found was a light, durable, 
portable. Everything gleamed sterile cleanliness. 

No one has ever touched these devices, and even 
moreover, no one saw, except those who 
conceived and made. Each silently left the cockpit and 
silently walks away, giving place to a friend. 

Worrying and thinking about everything that saw 
and know now, we suddenly realized that the ship 
invested a lot of money and effort of all the people that 



for him it was necessary to create and metal, which is 

knew our March and unusual glass, 

plastics, and heavy-duty fabric and resistant coatings, and 

intelligent devices. All metals and all chemicals with 

all its achievements worked the miracle of 

miracles. 



Cab astronaut: 1 - Remote Pilot, 2 - 
dashboard with the globe, and 3 - TV 
Camera 4 - with an optical window 
orientator 5 - handle attitude control 
ship 6 - radio, 7-food containers. 

We did not find the words to convey the 
solemn music and hooting in our blood. 


I wanted to say that it is better to see once than 
heard a thousand times, but no one said. 

Training and employment continued its 
course. It's time the shaker - apparatus, 
simulating the ship shudder at work 
rocket engines. Built up in the unit, and 
You just shakes hour or more, as in a fever. 

The entire body is vibrating like a taut string. But 
anything used ... 

Accustomed to the heat chamber, where at very high 
The temperature is a long time. But 
I was not a vpervinku. I have always soared 
- Russian man can not live without a good 
bath with birch twigs and steam room. To high 
I'm used to temperatures at a time when, as a 
craftsman, worked with cupolas with molten 
metal. Soviet man fire not scare me. 

Tens of thousands of workers employed in the blast and 
open-hearth furnaces at the Bessemer converters 
the blooming mill and rolling mill. 

Sitting alone in the heat chamber, no one to spread 
word, and remember how many times our people 
Hell if the temperature changes in grate furnaces 
or repaired lining in steel 

furnaces. They, perhaps, was more difficult than we: they 
after working at the temperature and more. One 



in short, everything is tempered in the fire, and we quenched. 
Came home tired feet under is not sensed. 

Ponyanchila and daughter, sit down and start to bite 
nose. Wife worries kept asking: what, 
they say, are you? And, still forced to say: 

-1 am going to space ... Done suitcase 
belishko ... 

Val took it as a joke, but the issues 
Do not ask. As all the women officers, she 
tried not to interfere with my official business. 

Val knew that what we can say, I will not hide 
from her. Well, and about what we can not speak, it is better nol 
question. I was pleased: and told everything, and nothing 
did not say. 

Helen now spent all day in the nursery, and 
Valya could go to work in their field 

medical assistant, laboratory assistant. She could not sit around 

and worked, as always, with enthusiasm. Sometimes together 

with friends, we went to her to the clinic, 

and I was pleased to see how cleverly it 

wielding syringes, microscope and special 

tables. Here, of course, not without order 

not to jokingly ask: do, they say, to us, 

Valentina, an analysis of the queue, but such 

that physicians do not undermine. She deliberately chooses 

syringe needle bigger and thicker, and say: 



- Come on, let your paws here, now 

find out what's in your blood, maybe one water? ... 

We were busy on the throat. Newspapers usually 
had to read at home, in the evening. Every day 
They reported a new labor exploits of Soviet 
people. All summer people lived issues raised at the 
July Plenum of the Central Committee of the Party, the 
how to further technological progress in our 
country. 

Saying that communism could be based 
tolkonasamyhsovremennyh, advanced 
developments in science and technology, Nikita 
Khrushchev stated: "Science must cover 
the way forward for engineers and designers to 
they can successfully construct more 
sophisticated machines to technology constantly 
improved." 

These words are directly related to everything from 
what we are dealt what we're preparing. 

Chief designer told us that the Soviet 

Astronautics - brainchild of Nikita Sergeyevich 

talked about his meetings with him in the Central 

Committee of the Party, in scientific laboratories, 

cosmodrome. He said that Nikita 

given to it in the new case a lot of attention, energy and 

worries. 



Bbipa3menbHbiMnpoflBneHMeMnoBce,qHeBHOM 

care of our party and the government on the development of 
Soviet space program was the second Soviet 
spacecraft, which was released August 19,1960 
years to orbit satellite. In his cabin, 

Equipped for flight 

man - that is, someone from our group 

future astronauts - are dogs Arrow 

and Squirrel. Making eighteen revolutions around Earth 

ball, the spacecraft returned to Earth, 

deviated from the design point of landing 

on what - some ten kilometers. For the first time in 

history of living things, many times circled the planet, 

returned safely from space. 



In training. 

This is an outstanding event showed complete 

reliability of the ship, which we studied and 

mastered. The whole world is talking about the spit and protein 

And we need these two simple pooch were particularly 

road. On board the spacecraft that worked 



most TV installation, which we already 
showed the chief designer. With it 
scientists observed the behavior of the Earth, 
mood and well being spies space. 

We were shown a television film, which was 

show how at the start of the dog 

anxiously looked at the bottom of the cab, cautiously 

listening to the unaccustomed noise. In the first 

seconds of flight, they were swept out, but 

the acceleration of the spacecraft they pressed 

an increasing gravity. Arrow, resting 

legs, tried to resist leaning on 

her strength. Then the animals froze. The ship has 

raced along its orbit. After big loads 

come weightlessness, and the animals 

hung in the cabin. Their heads and paws were omitted. 

Dogs seemed dead. But then gradually 

they came to life. Protein mad and began to bark. 

They soon got used to the weightlessness and ate out 
Automatic Feeder. 

All of it was interesting, and gave reassuring 
material for serious reflection and conversation. 

Where once we were all 

conceptually, it is now seen, as it was at 

reality. They say the experience - the teacher of teachers. 

All suffered by Arrow and proteins - creatures 



alive, but not thinking - of course, could 
and move people, healthy, trained and 
purposeful. 

All of us were interested in the state of feeling 
weightlessness. We taught ourselves to weightlessness. 
This was done during high-speed flight 
jet aircraft. Placing them in a certain 
position, we balance the centrifugal and 
centripetal force. It was then that there was a 
weightlessness, sometimes lasting several tens 
seconds. This phenomenon, although it was short-lived, 
shows the possibility of radio 
reading, visual orientation in space, 
and to receive food and water. Passing these 
testing, we found that performance 
not disturbed and prolonged state 
weightlessness. Listening to our findings, 

Head of Training said: 

- May be suspected anything. Must 

all to prove in practice to confirm experience. A 

this experience can only be made in outer 

space. 

At various training our bodies and 
nervous system is subject to abrupt transitions 
from the rapid spinning in centrifuges 
flOflnmenbHoronpe6biBaHnaBcneMnanbHO 



feature soundproofed so-called 
surdobarokamere. This "single" defined 
nervous and mental stability astronaut, for 

MHorflanpnxoflMnocbcyTKaMMHaxoflmbcaB 

isolated space of limited volume. 

Cut off from the world. No sound, no rustle. No 
air movement. It's nothing. No one says no to you. 

From time to time, on a regular schedule, 

you have to make the broadcast. But this relationship 

- One-sided. Transmits a telegram - and not 

you know, adopted or not. No you do not answer 

a word. And that would be with you no matter what happens, 

to help. You are one. By himself, and in 

all you can rely on yourself. 

Was sometimes difficult in this "alone." Topics 
more than that, going into it, did not know how much time 
have to stay by himself, with his 
thoughts. A few hours? Day and night? Some 
the day? But they knew that it must be: in outer 
space can, for some unforeseen 
reason terminate all contact with people, and you 
be alone. Nervous system, the whole psyche 
astronaut must be prepared for every 
accidents and surprises. 

Being all alone, a person usually 
always thinking about the past, stirs his life. I 



thinking about the future, about what I had to in-flight 
If I confide in him. 



In training. 

Since childhood, I have been endowed with imagination and 
sitting in this detached from everything 
camera, imagining that I was in a flying 
spaceship. I closed my eyes and in full 
darkness saw below me sweep continents 
and oceans, as alternate day and night, and somewhere 
far below glow gold mine rgney night 
cities. And although I've never been abroad, in his 
imagination I flew over Beijing and London 
Rome and Paris, on the home ... All this Gzhatsk 
helped carry the burdens alone. 


I thought that poets, maybe sooner 

Scientists have tried to unravel the mysteries of the universe. 

In 160 AD, he wrote the first 

fantastic travelogue people 

to the moon. Its author was a Greek sophist and 

satirist Lucian of Samosata. He called his 

extraordinary book, "True stories", but 

outset cautioned readers should 

introduction: "I am writing about something that I had never 

seen or experienced and learned from each other, that 

does not and could not be in the world, and therefore 

my readers in any case should not believe 

I ... "These" stories "which fourteen 

CToneTM Mcyx<fleHo6bmooKa3aTb6on biuoe 

influence on literature, are "invalid 

Adventure "Odyssey, which, however, could 

be included in Homer's "Odyssey", if in 

Homeric times people knew astronomy. 

The book is described as a terrible storm, allegedly 

Odysseus' ship caught and raised 

it over vzbushevavshimsya sea. Wind carried it with 

terrifying speed, and travelers during 

seven days and nights did not know what awaits them. On 

eighth day of the ship reached the soil of the moon. 

Recalls the magnificent poetry of Lermontov. 

Film director Alexander Dovzhenko second 



All-Union Congress of Soviet Writers said, "I 

I believe in the victory of the brotherhood of nations, I believe in 

communism, 

but, if the first mission to Mars, a favorite 
My brother or son dies somewhere in the world 
space, I will not tell anyone that overcomes 
difficulties of his loss." 

It's been said before first birth 
satellite. 

Sometimes I was given the entire silence, which even 
hard to imagine, but I've always loved 

Labour silence, the silence of thought and reflection. And when 
came out of the camera, taking you did not know when 
you can get out of it, interviewers were surprised 
my composure and calmness, stability 
fortress mentality and nerves. 

Not all are equally quietly transferred workout 
and "alone" and in a heat chamber, the centrifuge 
and on a vibrating table. This made it possible to select 
friends, better than withstand tough 
testing. We, the candidates for the first flight, 
became less and less. Indeed, in 
Eventually I had to choose someone alone. 

The tests, which we passed were far 
difficult competitive examination at MSU, where I 
heard at one place are dozens of young 
people. 




Yuri Gagarin in preparation for flight. 


He 



peace policy of our nation, a victory for all 
peace-loving people of the Earth. 

CTpeMneHneHaiiieroHapoflaKMMpy to 
creation confirmed case. One by one 
others by the early seven-giants. 

Magnitogorsk Iron and Steel Works 

completed construction of a powerful rolling mill 

"2500", start downloading the world's largest 

Krivorog blast furnace, completed construction 

first coke oven battery at "Kazakhstan 

Magnitogorsk "- Steel Plant in Temir-Tau; 

the Balkhash Mining and Metallurgical Combine 

smelting gave the world's first cyclone furnace. In 

These days I have received several letters from his 

mates - military pilots, including 

from Boris Fedorovich Vdovin. They wrote that, 

according to the law of the new reduction vnachitelnom 

our Armed Forces, retired to the reserve, 

shared their impressions of the work on the new 



for their career - in the factories, in 

agriculture. Vdovin settled in Kaluga 

- Where worked Tsiolkovsky, engaged 

pedagogical work. They described their Irina, 

she grew up and remembers me. But Valya 

answered as our Helen is already walking on foot under 

table and waiting for brother or sister. 

December 1, 1960 went into space 
our third spacecraft. On board his 
Dogs were Bee and Fly, as well as 
other small animals, insects and plants. 

The research program prior to flight 

The person performing on a strict schedule. This flight 

gave us valuable new information. But not all 

went well. Due to decrease by 

nonisobaric trajectory ship-satellite stop 

its existence. Some of the experts 

feared that the message about this to make 

have an unfavorable impression. But we knew 

that it was not law, but an accident that 

life is more complicated than expected. It was 

unfortunate companion, which invested heavily. 

But in this case the grand unavoidable costs. 

Our lessons continued at an accelerated pace. 

We are more and more frequently practiced in the layout 
space capsule, it habitable as 



render habitable new home, getting used to each button and 

tumbler, fulfilled all the necessary in-flight 

movement, bringing them to automatic. Hands themselves 

know what to do in any case. 

OipaSaTbiBanocbyMeHMeoSpautaTbcac 

CMCTeMaMMpyHHoroynpaBneHMHKocMMHecKMM 

ship, orientation, landings, and 

temperature control, air conditioning, 

pressure control. We worked with the equipment 

control and management of the ship. Scientists have thought 

our every move. A lot of time was spent 

astronaut training on communication with Earth on 

various channels and in various ways. We 

had to think logically and the smallest 

of very precise words and numbers 

record their observations in a logbook. We 

able to imagine and represent themselves in this 

ship, herpes Earth. It gave 

terms of employment. 

For working out the various options of flight 
engineers have built an excellent job stand- 
simulator, equipped with its witty electronic 
modulating devices. Will occupy a seat in 
cab, and before you arrows of devices, and the 
flashing, then fading colorful display 
reproduce the various changes in the situation, 



which may arise during the flight. Immediately and 

radio transmissions recorded on tape 

tape, and observation windows through 

optical tracker, and orientation on 

globe, and maintaining Logbook ... only have time 

turn! 

The layout is not only simulated cockpit 
normal flight - as he should have 
proceed by all accounts - but different 
emergency options. In short, everything was done on 
ground in flight. Yes, even in a protective suit, 
a pressurized helmet and germoperchatkah providing 
preservation of life and health of an astronaut in 
event of cabin depressurization. And food and water, too 
taken in this dress. 

- After a workout, - told me 

comrades as the elder group - you get tired more 
than in the centrifuge with all its charms. 

- Nothing -1 calmed them - all comes 
time for those who wait. 

Bitter aftertaste caused by the death of Bees 
Flies and in which we were afraid to admit to 
themselves, but which still exist, quite 

evaporated as soon as we learned about the successful launch 

Heavy Earth satellite weighing about 

six and a half tons, and then a week later, and 



start with this satellite rocket, 

who brought the automatic interplanetary station 

the trajectory of the planet Venus. The successful launch 

the station carrying a pennant with 

State Emblem of the Soviet Union, has paved the road to 

planets of the solar system. 

At the time, all I was good. Only 

worried Valya. From day to day she was 

to give birth. At this time I was waiting for her son, and his wife' 

daughter. As there 

she? All if she was okay? I was very busy and did not 
could not stay with her. 

Seventh of March she gave birth to a daughter. 

A ninth of March comrades say to me: 

- Well, Yuri, you another gift to the day of your 
birth ... 

I asked: 

- What kind of gift? 

- Start the fourth ship-satellite ... 

The fourth ship-to-satellite at the 
day return to Earth with his 
passengers - and the other dog blackie 
live inhabitants, smaller caliber and 

as dummy placed in the pilot's seat. 

The main purpose of this launch was to test 
structural safety of the spacecraft and 
all installed on the systems that support 



the conditions necessary for human flight. Throughout 
it was evident that such a trip around the corner. 

After a few days of Nikita Khrushchev 

at a meeting of the foremost agricultural 

Virgin Territory, speaking of the glorious new page 

in the history of our country - the development of virgin land 

said: "We believe that the time is not far when 

the first spacecraft with a man on board 

rush into space! "Now you can 

probably say that about any of us 

should start. There was joy and a little 

scary. 

But not only in this country was preparing 
to fly into space. Prepared for this 
and in the United States. Abroad 
printing has long reported on successful and 
launch failure of U.S. satellites 
and rockets. In the magazine "Life" we 
seen pictures of monkeys chimpanzees 
launched from Cape Canaveral on a rocket into space 
and safely returned. American 
news agencies reported that already 
selected seven candidates for space 
in a narrow, bell-shaped capsule, placed in 
nose of the rocket "Redstone." Rocket should 
was to rise to the height of 115 miles. The entire flight 



calculated on the quarter hour. 

Soon, director of the "Mercury" reported: 
seven U.S. astronauts selected three 
- John Herschel Glenn - 39 years, Lt. Col. 

Marine, a native of New Concord 

in Ohio, Virgil Ivan Grissom - 34 

years, the captain of the Air Force, who was born in 

in Mitchell, Indiana, and Alan Bartlett 

Shepard - 37 years, Captain 3rd rank, native 

of East Derry, New Hampshire. All three, as 

News reported United Press International, 

were selected on the basis of "a lot of medical 

and technical data." These candidates for flight 

were military personnel who worked in 

aviation research. They 

are trained for the past 

twenty-two months. 

Glenn and Grissom served in aviation during 
Second World War and then fought in Korea; 
Shepard served on a destroyer in the Pacific. 

The American press published their pictures 
and biography, reported that the favorite 
Glenn pastime - boating, 

Grissom enjoys fishing and loves Shepard 
Cross-country skiing and ice skating, water skiing. 

Flight on a ballistic trajectory to rocket 



plans in the United States, in fact, could not 

be a space flight. Soviet scientists 

and designers from the start, in which 

now took an active part and our group 

be astronauts, direct their efforts 

the other way - creating a severe artificial 

satellites and spaceships large 

sizes. This was the principal 

line of space flight in the Soviet Union. 

Chief designer told us that the only way 

way it will be possible to solve the problem of manned flight into 

space. 

We are, of course, could not help but wonder bold 
American men who are preparing to fly a rocket 
"Redstone." We were sure that sooner or later 
one of us would have to meet with someone from the 
them and talk about all they had seen and experienced. 

We knew that space flight can bring together 
our country, and, of course, were convinced that the first 
fly to space the Soviet people. This was done 
reason. 

- East closer to the sun than the West - my jokes 
friends, looking through a pile of American newspapers and 
magazines. 

At this time, I came across a book of American 
Pilot Frank Everest "The man who flew 



faster than anyone." The author's name was familiar, and I 
interest in reading what I have written this volitional 
people who achieved incredible efforts 
what he wanted. 

All went well until the thirteenth chapter, entitled 
"The conquest of space." As soon as I read this 
chapter, I was seized with a mixed feeling of hostility 
and disgust. Everest, said: "I am firmly convinced 
that the first person to conquer space, will 
dominion over the Earth. Not necessarily destiny 
people will decide strong and big country. 

Even a small and relatively weak country 
with the spacecraft, the armed 
guided missiles with nuclear warheads, 
can achieve world domination. This country, 
having in their hands the spacecraft and nuclear 
arms, can attack the enemy 

from space, without being at the same time the second leg 
shock. The victory will be provided to her." 

What kind of a small country Everest had a conversation, I do r 
adenauerovskoy about whether Germany? In any case, 
of this nonsense for a hundred kilometers bore no 
Terry disguised fascism. 

No, not for the enslavement of other countries and peoples 
Soviet people tend to space! Titanic 
efforts of our government and its leader, Nikita 



Khrushchev not aimed at training 
war, and to maintain peace. 

The conquest of space is connected with the Soviet people 
The rapid progress of national science and technology. 

I thought about that flying in space ships 

Science can help answer many questions about 

appearance of the stars and planets, their place in the universe 

Another important issue that will help 

allow penetration into space, as well 

as well as flights to the nearest planet is 

origin of life. 

According to the theory of probability, there are millions 

planets like our Earth, where there is 

biological life. Still, Giordano Bruno, 

the great thinker of the past, suggested the idea of 

multiplicity inhabited by living beings 

MnpoB.3iycMenyK)Mbicnbpa3BMBanM 

promoted the brilliant Russian scientist Mikhail 
Lomonosov. On many planets 
thinking beings, perhaps, have a much more 
longer history than the people, and, perhaps, 
are on a higher level of development. 

In the air, feel the breath of spring. And we have to 
family reigned spring mood: born second 
daughter, and we gave her the name of the spring - tick. I 
walked around the room, holding her in his arms, and sang: 


Galya Galinka, 
Cute picture ... 


But the little I did not have to ponyanchitsya 
-1 had to go to the space center. There 
preparing for the launch of our last checkpoint 
spaceship with experimental animals 
and a dummy for the pilot's chair. Cosmodrome 

- A comprehensive facilities, located in 
away from the beaten track. Serves him 
qualified staff of engineers and technicians. 

Here are assembled and made ready for launch 
powerful rocket with the spacecraft. Hence 
they rush into the sky. 

We were shown a light reddish mongrel suit 
with dark spots. I took her in his arms. She weighed 
more than six pounds. I stroked her. Dog 
trustingly licked his hand. It was very similar to 
dog in our home in his native village, which 
I used to play as a child. 

- What's her name? 

It turned out that she has no name - until it 
was listed under some test number. 

Send passengers into space without a name, without 
passport? Who ever heard! And then we were offered 



come up with a name. Tried a dozen 
popular dog nicknames. But they somehow did not 
approached this amazingly cute ryzhevatenkoy 
dog. Then they called me, I dropped it on the ground 
and said: 

- Well, luck, asterisk. 

All present agreed: to be her 

An asterisk. Since then about the dog, and wrote to the newspa 
With some mixed feelings of awe 
and delight I looked at the giant structure, 

These towers, towering at the spaceport. 

Around him were busy people who looked very 

small. With interest I watched 

final preparations for launch vehicle 

and on the spacecraft for launch. The elevator 

raised Asterisk and its satellites, placed them 

in hermetically sealed cabin. Check, 

check and re-check all systems. Comes 

allotted time. Is about to be given the command to 

Startup. 

At this moment I could not help imagined that 
Asterisk is not armed for flight, and me that 
I'm there in the cockpit of a rearing skyward 
spacecraft. I assumed that, of the people 
Maybe I happen to fly first. 

Start! Short, like a shot, team. In flames 



knocked out of the nozzles in the din of more and 
more rumbling engines and heavy high 
multistage rocket body as if reluctantly 
rises above the launch pad. Rocket, 
like a living, intelligent being, in some 
thought, shivering slightly, for a second or two 
freezes the ground and suddenly elusive, leaving 
a raging whirlwind of fire, disappears from view 
like a stroke, leaving the sky a bright trace. All 
happened as I expected. 

- That's how you'll see off, Yuri! - Say 
my comrades. 

The whole day I went under the impression seen. 

The ship has already fly around the planet 
return to the designated area. Already experts - 
biologists and physicians - fussed over asterisk, 
underwent great flight. And I wondered 
about what happened to my eyes, and soon, 

Now very soon, was to come from 

me. In my ears still heard spoke 

at the start of thunder, the sight still rose 

high waves of flame, which has reserved 

rocket. But it did not scare me, and admired. And 

I remembered the words of a high-mustachioed foreman 

Luberets plant when he told us, artisans, 

backed away from the heat of molten iron 



said cheerfully: 

- Fire is strong, the water power of fire, the earth is 
water, but the people - most of all! 

Bringing home asked me why I'm in this 
ecstatic state and where it is I do all 
time is lost. 

-1 fly into space ... Prepare suitcase belishko - 
I tried to laugh it off again. 

- Already prepared, - said Val, and I realized that she 
everyone already knows. 

We put in the crib of our girls, dinner, 
and then we started a serious conversation. I said that 
the first manned flight into space is not far off and that 
This, perhaps, we will send me. 

- Why you? - Said Valya. - Do not 
offended if your friends? 

I, as I could explain to her why the choice can 
fall on me. By valine suddenly posereznevshemu 
face, in her view, the way her lips quivered and 
changed voice, I could see that she's proud of it, 
and is afraid and does not want me upset. All night, 
awake, we talked, remembering the past 
and making plans for the future. We saw ourselves 
their daughters as adults, married, 
nursed grandchildren, and all life was in front of us 
without war and contention, the way we know it 



under communism. 

And when we talked a lot of fill and I asked 
Valya, as she looks at me coming 
test, she said, as had to answer 
Komsomol: 

- If you are self-confident, decisive! All will be 
well... 



WEDNESDAY, APRIL 12 


The time is coming ... start. We are about to 

had to send to the Baikonur Cosmodrome 

located east of the Aral Sea 

wide as the ocean, the Kazakh steppe. And yet I 

languishing look, rarely, when the expectation was 

so painful. I knew that the ship on which 

had to fly, is called "East." 

Apparently, they called him that because in the east 
the sun rises and light encroaching darkness, 
moving from the east. 

Before our departure took a parting 
Party meeting. Everyone assumed that the first 
flight appoint me. By those who went on 
spaceport, and those who stayed. 

- We envy you a good, friendly 

Zhelaemschastlivogopoleta envy. 

After returning from space, not conceited, not derite 
nose up, and always be modest, such as 
now - talking to someone who spoke at the 
meeting. 

Gave me your word. I said: 

-1 am happy and proud to be ranked among the top 
astronauts. Assure his fellow Communists 



that I will spare no effort or work, are not counted 

with nothing to adequately perform the task of the Party and 

government. To perform upcoming flight 

into space will go with a pure soul and a great desire to 

perform this task, as expected communists ... 

I join the many teams 

scientists and workers who created a space ship and 
devoted his XXII Congress of the CPSU. 

The assembly was a little reticent and 

reminiscent of the rally. Everyone was excited. Apparently, 

during the war, just as heartily and sincerely 










All 


Whence 



With us 

and mentor, a man of extraordinary charm and 
tact, twenty years baking Health pilots. 

He worked with us from day one, and for him, as 

he said he was left uncut books. He 

knew about each more than we did about himself ourselves. 

It was nice that with us to the launch site and flies 

Nikolai Kamanin - one of the first Heroes 

The Soviet Union, many well-known educator 



pilots. 

For aircraft windows swirling foam 
clouds, in their clearance glimpses of spring 
to bare ground in some places covered with melted yet 
snow. I looked down and thought of the parents, 

Vale, the Lena and Galinka. Imagined that 

I will do after the flight, and immediately decided: I will 

learn. Sat beside my closest friend - Herman 

Titov - a great pilot, a communist, adopted 

Party candidates in our organization, a person with 

pure, almost childlike cheerfulness. He, too, 

looked at the floats down to the ground and also 

thought, and probably about the same, as reflected 

I do. Sometimes our eyes met, and we 

smiled, understanding each other without words. Fears 

those who believe that we can not warn 

flight, so we do not nervous, did not materialize. And 

I and my friend, who in any case was ready 

take a seat in the cockpit of the "East", felt 

excellent. 

Gherman Titov was sitting to my profile, and 
I could not help admiring the regular features 
beautiful thoughtful person, his high forehead, above the 
which curled slightly soft brown hair. 

He has been trained in the same way as I do, and probably 
capable of more. Maybe he did not send 



the first flight, saving for a second, more 
complicated. 

We waited at the spaceport. There we met 
MHomx3HaKOMbixcnei4nanMCTOBnrnaBHoro 
Designer. Arrived at the launch site and Theorist 
Space - so we called each other 
prominent Soviet scientists, under the direction 
KOToporococTaBnanucbcnoKHeMiunepacHeTbi 

space flights. All the time he was 
together with the Chief Designer. I knew that 
for these people would never come peace. 

They will always look new, always daring. 

Only a creative collaboration of these two giants 
Soviet science, large teams of scientists 
and engineers combined their shared bold 
thought, could give rise to a spacecraft 
reliable way to identify him around the planet with 
return to Earth. 

All at the spaceport, where we arrived before 
launch of the "East", admiration and delight. 

Here I go with bare head, 
holding his cap in his hand. Set in 
ground systems for missiles and space launch 
observe them in flight, perhaps even more 
complex than the space ship. 
BpeMaySbicTpunocBOMber.HacTynun 



preflight day. 

We were given a complete rest. He worked as a tape recorder, 
subtle soothing music quietly flowed around. 

In the evening we played a game of billiards. Game 

did not last long. Dined three: Doctor 

and the two of us. For several days, we ate 

"In Space", squeezing out the tubes in his mouth 

tasty nutritious food. On the flight, not talk 

was talking about his childhood, read a book about 

future. The conversation was in a joking tone, we have fun 

made fun of each other. No doubt about 

who does not remain. 

Went to the Chief Designer. As always, 
attentive and kind. Without asking, 
said: 

- In five years it will be possible to trade union 
voucher to fly into space. 
MbipacxoxoTanncb.Hai±iecaM 04 yBCTBne 
liked him, and he, glancing at his wrist 
hours left quickly. I did not catch it and the shadow of anxiety. 
He was confident in me as well as being confident. 

The doctor stuck on my body seven sensors 

perncTpnpyK)iqMxc})M3MonorMHecKMecbyHKUMM. 

Rather long, not particularly pleasant procedure, 
but I got used to it: it did with us more than once 
during training. 



At 21 hours 50 minutes Evgeny 
checked blood pressure, temperature, pulse. 

All right: pressure 115 to 75, the temperature 
36.7, pulse 64. 

- Now sleep - he said. 

- Sleep? Please -1 replied meekly, and went to 
bed. 

With me in the room to the other bed 
settled German Titov. For several days, we 
lived on the same schedule and all resembled 
on twin brothers. Yes we are brothers, we 
hard-bound one great goal we 
now dedicated their lives. 

We exchanged a few - three jokes. Entered 
Evgeny. 

- Boys, maybe help you sleep? - 

he asked, dropping his hands in the pockets of snow-white 
robe. 

With one voice we have given up sleeping pills. Yes, 

He, probably, did not have a tablet: it was 
sure that we give them to swallow. A good doctor 
He knew the needs of their patients. There were rumors 
that, when the pilot, who had a headache and asked 
him aspirin, he gave soda powder, the patient 
drank it, and removed the head profits as a hand. 

Seven minutes I fell asleep. 



After the flight, Evgeny told 
that when he came in half an hour quietly in 
bedroom, I lay on my back and, putting his cheek 
hand, serenely asleep. German Titov slept quietly 
on the right side. At night, the doctor several times 
visit us, but we did not hear it and like it 
said never changed their position. I slept soundly, 

I was not worried about nothing and nothing dreamed. In 
three in the morning came the chief designer, looked 
at the door and making sure that we sleep, no 
saying went. It was said that in his hands was 
last issue of the "Moscow", he could not sleep 
and read far into the night. 

Evgeny not close his eyes and held 
around the house all night. His troubled Pass 
vehicles on the road and sounds, no, no and yes 
flies here from the assembly hall, but we slept 
Like newborn babies, and have not heard anything 
and learned about all this later. 

At 5:30 Evgeny went into the bedroom and 
gently shook my shoulder. 

- Yura, it's time to get up -1 heard. 

- Stand up? Please ... 

I immediately got up, stood up, and Herman, singing 
composed by our humorous song about lily of the valley. 

- How did you sleep? - Asked the doctor. 



- How to teach, -1 answered. 

After the usual breakfast and washing fizzaryadki 
of tubes: meat sauce, blackcurrant jam, 
coffee. Began preflight medical examination 
and checking accounts devices monitoring 
physiological functions. Everything was in 
OK, what was compiled medical 
protocol. Came time to put on outer 
equipment. I put on a warm, soft and light 
azure-colored jumpsuit. Then comrades 
I began to put on a protective bright 
orange spacesuit, safeguarding the 
performance even in the event of loss 
spacecraft cabin. There were also tested all devices 
and equipment that are installed on the suit. This 
process took a long time. 

I put my head on the white headset, top - 
pressurized helmet that is adorned in large letters: 
"USSR". 

One of my equips flight 

Honored parachutist Nicholas. K., 

who trained astronauts complex pole 

parachute. His advice was valuable, because 

He has repeatedly ejected from 

aircraft with a chair-like set 

in a space ship and is also equipped with 



special parachute unit. It was 

all the more important that the program first 

space flight for greater safety on 

case of landing on the ship is not very convenient for 

This site was accepted option in which to 

low altitude astronaut catapulted from 

the spacecraft, and then departed from his chair, 

landed by parachute. The ship is made 

normal landing. 

Came the Chief Designer. The first time I saw 
his anxious and tired - probably affected 
sleepless night. And yet gentle smile hovering 
around his hard, clenched lips. I wanted 
hug him, like his father. He gave me some 
advice and tips that I have never 
heard and that could be useful in flight. Me 
thought that, seeing and talking to astronauts 
them, it has become more vigorous. 

- Everything will be fine, everything will be fine - 
We said at the same time with Herman. 

People, put on my suit, steel 

stretching sheets of paper, someone gave official 

identity - each asked to leave the memory 

autograph. I could not refuse, and several times 

signed. 

Came specially equipped bus. I 



took place in a "cosmic" chair, reminds 
comfortable chair cockpit of a spaceship. 

In the suit have devices for ventilation, 
them energized and oxygen. 

Ventilation device was connected to the 
power supplies installed in the bus. All 
worked well. 

The bus quickly sped down the highway. I have published 

I saw looking up silver case 

missiles equipped with six engines overall 

capacity of twenty million horsepower. 

The nearer we approached the launch site 

those missiles became more and more like a 

growing in size. It resembled a giant 

lighthouse, and the first ray of the rising sun burned her 

acute apex. 

The weather was favorable flight. 

The sky looked clean, and just far away 
pearly glow cirrus clouds. 

- A million miles high, million 
miles visibility -1 heard. So could say 
only the pilot. 

At the launch site, I saw Theoricus 
Space and Chief Designer. For them, 
it was the most difficult day. As always, they 
stood. Expressive face it until the last 



lines covered morning light. Here 

And there were members of the State Commission 

for the first space flight 

leaders spaceport and starting team, 

scientists, leading engineers, my faithful friend 

German Titov and other comrades - the astronauts. All 

bathe the coming of a new day. 

- What a cheerful sun! - Cried 

I am. She remembered the first flight to the North, 

sailing under the plane hills covered 

pink snow, land, splashed bluish 

drops lakes and dark cold blue sea 

beating against the granite cliffs. 

"What a beauty!" - Involuntarily blurted out. 

"Do not be distracted from the instruments," -1 said sternly 
then commander Vasiliev. That was long ago, and 
just recall his words: "Emotions emotions, 
thing above all..." 

Impatience grew. People looked at 
chronometers. Finally reported that the missile with 
ship is fully prepared to space 
flight. It remained only to put an astronaut in 
cabin for the last time to check all the systems and 
for launch. 

I went to the chairman of the State 
Commission - one of the best known in our 



country's industry leaders - and reported: 

- The pilot Lieutenant Gagarin was the first 
fly on spacecraft "Vostok" is ready! 

- Good luck! Good luck! - He said, and 
shook my hand. His voice was not strong, 

but cheerful and warm, like the voice of my father. 

I looked at the ship, which was 

a few minutes to go to the all-time 

flight. He was handsome, beautiful locomotive, steamship, 

aircraft, palaces and bridges combined. 

I thought that this beauty is eternal and will remain for 
people of all countries for all times to come. Before 
I was not only a wonderful creation 
technology, but also an impressive work of art. 

Before you lift the cab 

ship, I made a statement to the press and radio. 

I was gripped by an unprecedented surge of mental energy. 

His whole being, I heard the music of nature: 

quiet rustling grasses gave way to the sound of wind, which 

absorbed roar of waves hitting the shore during 

storms. This music is born in me, reflected 

the whole complex range of emotions, which gave rise to- 

is unusual words that I have never 

tried before in everyday speech. 

- Dear friends, family and strangers, 

compatriots, the people of all countries and continents! - 



I said. - After a few minutes, the mighty 
spacecraft will carry me far 
Universe. What can you say to these 
the last minutes before the start? My whole life 
it seems to me now a great moment... 

I paused, gathering his thoughts. 

And all lived life flashed before 

eyes. I saw myself barefoot boy, 

helping shepherds graze collective herd ... 

Student, the first written word - Lenin ... 

Craftsman, who made his first flask ... 

Students working on his degree ... The pilot, 
guarding the border... 

- All that is lived, what has been done before, it was 
lived and done for this moment -1 told you, 

that changed my mind the last few days, when I was told: 

"You will fly first." 

- You understand that it is difficult to understand the feelings 
Now, when he came very close hour test 

to which we have been preparing long and passionately. Unlikel 

Needless to say the feelings I experienced 

when I was asked to make this first 

history of flight. Joy? No, it was not only 

joy. Pride? No, it was not just pride. 

I felt very lucky. Be the first in space, 

enter one by one in an unprecedented duel with 



nature - is it possible to dream bigger? 

It was quiet. Like a breeze of grass rustling 
tape recorder. 

- But after that I thought about the tremendous 
responsibility that fell on me. First 
accomplish what the dream of generations of 
first to pave the way mankind into space ... 

Call me a big problem in complexity than the 

that has fallen to me. This responsibility is not in front of one, 

not in front of dozens of people, not the collective. 

It is responsible to the entire Soviet people, 

to all mankind, before his present and 

future. If however I decide on this 

flight, it is only because I am a communist, that I have 

behind the heroism of my designs 

compatriots - the Soviet people. 

And they rose up before me Chapaev Chkalov 
Pokryshkin and Kantaria, Kurchatov Gaganova, 

Tursunkulov and mom ... They, and not only they, but all 
Soviet people drew and draw their life 
strength of one deep and pure source - from 
Lenin's teachings. Greedily drank from this source and 
We, the astronauts, and all our young people, 
instilled Leninist Communist Party. 

For a moment, I thought, but quickly 
pulled himself together and went on: 



-1 know that I will gather all his will 
best for the job. Understanding 
responsible task, I will do everything in my 
power to the task of the Communist 
Party and the Soviet people ... 

I am happy, going on a space flight? 

Certainly happy. After all, in all times and ages for 

people have been the greatest happiness to participate in new 

discoveries ... 

I looked over the microphone and said, seeing 
attentive faces of my mentors and friends: 

Chief Designer, theorist of Cosmonautics 
Nicholas Kamanin, sweet, kind 
Evgeniy, German Titov. 

-1 would like to dedicate this first space 
people flying communism - a society which is already 
enters our Soviet people and in which I am sure, 
take all the people on earth. 

I noticed that the Chief Designer furtively 
glanced at the clock. We had to call it a day. 

- Now start up has just a few minutes - 
I said. -1 say to you, dear friends, to 
Goodbye, as people are always talking to each other, 
going on a long journey. How I would like you all 
hug, friends and strangers, near and far! 

And, is already on the ground in front of the iron 



entrance to the cabin, saying goodbye to his friends, 
left on earth, I salute raised both 
hands and said: 

- See you soon! 

I went into the cabin, smelling the wind field, 

I sat in a chair, quietly shut the door. I 

was left with, lighting is not 

daylight, sunlight and artificial. Me 

could hear all that was going overboard on 

so sweet, which has become even more expensive world. Here 

removed 

iron farm, and there was silence, I reported: 

- "Earth", I - "Astronaut". Ping 

finished. Starting position toggle switch on the remote 
control set. Globe in place of separation. 

Pressure in the cabin - a unit, humidity - 65 

percent, temperature-19 °C, pressure in 

compartment -1.2, the pressure in the systems orientation - 

normal. He feels well. To start ready. 

TexHMHecKMMpyKOBOfli/iTenbnorieTaob'bHBMn 

half-hour readiness for flight. Then 

hours, a half-hour. A few minutes before the start 

I was told that the screen 

television apparatus clearly seen my 

face that pleases all my courage. Transferred also 

that pulse I - 64, Breath - 24. I replied: 

- The heart is beating normally. Feel 



well, put on gloves, closed pressurized helmet, to the start 
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See you soon! 

All teams start-handed as I do. 

HaKOHeu,TexHMHecKuupyKOBOflUTenbnoneTa 

ordered: - Get up! 

I replied: 

- Here we go! Everything goes well. 

My eyes focused on the clock. Arrows 





Show 9 hours 7 minutes Moscow 

time. I heard a whistle and still growing 

rumble, felt like a giant ship shuddered 

all my body and slowly, very slowly 

broke away from the launch pad. Started 

fight missiles with the force of gravity. Hum was not 

stronger than the one that is heard in the cockpit of a jet 

aircraft, but there was a lot of new 

musical tones and timbres, not recorded 

one composer on the music and who, apparently, 

not be able to play any music until 

tool, not a single human voice. The Mighty 

rocket engines create music of the future, 

Perhaps even more exciting and beautiful than 
greatest works of the past. 



Yuri Gagarin in his suit astronaut. 



All is well. 



I heard 


- What a beauty! 


okay. 

But 



MHorocTyneHHaTaflKOCMi/NecKaapaKeTa- 
structure is so complex that it is difficult to 
compare with anything known to men, and in fact 
everything is known by comparison. After burn 
The spent fuel your rocket stage 
becomes unnecessary and, not to be a burden, 
automatically removed and cleared away, and 
the rest of the rocket continues to increase 
speed. I've never seen scientists 
and engineers, who have found an easy and portable 
fuel for Soviet missiles. But to me, 

Climb up on it all up and up to a given 
orbit, like at this moment to thank them 
and shook hands. Sophisticated engines worked 
sverhotlichno, up Kremlin chimes. 

One after another, the fuel separated 
stage of the rocket, and the time came when I could 
report: 

- There has been a separation from the carrier, according to the 
assignment. 

He feels well. Parameters of the cockpit: 

Pressure - unit, humidity - 65 percent, 
temperature - 20 0 C, pressure in the compartment - 



unit, the attitude control system - normal. 

The ship went into orbit - a wide space 
Railroad. There was zero gravity - the same 
state, which as a child I read in 
books Tsiolkovsky. First, the feeling was 
unusual, but I soon got used to it, learn and 
continued to run a program on a given flight. 

"I wonder what people would say in the world, when they 
report on my flight1 thought. 

Weightlessness - a phenomenon for us all, 

inhabitants of the earth, a little strange. But the body 

quickly adapts to it. What happened 

to me at this time? I looked up from his chair, 

hung between the ceiling and the floor of the cab, feeling 

exceptional ease in all Member States. Transition 

As this took place very smoothly. When 

the effects of gravity began to disappear, I felt 

itself is excellent. All of a sudden it became easier to do. And 

hands and feet, and his whole body seemed to have not mine. 

They were weightless. Do not sit, do not lie, but as 

would hang in the cockpit. All loose items 

also soar, and watch them like a dream. And 

tablet and a pencil and a notebook ... A drop of fluid, 

spilled out of the hose, took the form of pellets, 

They moved freely in space, and 

touching the wall of the cab, stuck to it, though 



dew on a flower. 

HeBecoi\/iocTbHecKa3biBaeTCflHa 
human performance. All the time I worked: 
watched the ship equipment, watched 
through the windows, kept a record of in-flight 
magazine. I wrote while in the suit, not 
removing germoperchatok, ordinary graphite 
pencil. Write easily, and phrases, one after 
the other went to the paper logbook. 

Forgetting for a moment, where and in what position I 
I am, put a pencil next to him, and he 
immediately swam away from me. I did not catch it and 
about all the seen talking loudly, and the tape 
wrote down what was said in a narrow moving tape. 

I continue to maintain radio contact with Earth for 
several channels in telephone and telegraph 
modes. 

"Earth" asked what I see at the bottom. And 

I explained that our planet looks like 

like flying a jet plane 

at high altitudes. Clearly loom 

mountain ranges, large rivers, large forest 

arrays, spots islands, coastal edge of the sea. 

"East" was racing over the vast country, and I 
felt her hot filial love. Yes, and how 
do not love their country to us, her children, if the people 



around the world with the hope of turning their eyes to it. 
More recently, a poor and backward country, it has become 
a mighty industrial and collective farm power. 

The Soviet people, organized and well-mannered 

Communist Party, shook off the dust 

the old world, squared his shoulders and heroic 

moved forward on the path open Lenin. Our 

powerful nation under the leadership of the party set 

workers' power, has created the world's first Soviet 

State. 

The examples of heroic deeds of their sons 
taught us Motherland, from childhood instilled the most 
best and noble feelings. On the globe 
No country is more extensive than ours. No country 
richer than ours, there is no country more beautiful than 
The Soviet Union. 

As a boy, I read with gusto "The Tale of 
Laythis collection of ancient Russian 
ideas of loyalty to country. I loved the breaks 
stand in a class at a geographical map, 
look at the great Russian rivers: Volga, Dnieper, 

Ob, Yenisey, Amur, like blue veins, Entangling 

powerful body of our country, and to dream about faraway 

traveling and hiking. And now, the main campaign 

my life - flying around the globe! And I 

height of three hundred kilometers mentally thanked 



Party and the people, who gave me such great happiness 
- See the first and the first to tell people about 
all seen in space. 

I saw clouds and their light shadows on the distant dear 
Ground. For a moment, I woke up in 
farmer's son. Completely black sky looked 
plowed field sown with grain stars. 

They are bright and clean, as if deflated. 

Sun also surprisingly bright, naked 

eye, even closing his eyes, look at it 

impossible. It's probably many tens, and 

even hundreds of times brighter than we see it from Earth. 

Brighter than the molten metal, with whom I 

had to deal with while working in the foundry 

shop. To weaken due to its dazzling rays 

I occasionally overlapped windows 

safety shutters. 

I wanted to observe the moon, to see how it 
looks like in space. But, unfortunately, it is in sickle 
the flight was out of my sight. 

"But -1 thought -1 see her in the next 
flight." 

Observations were carried out not only the sky, but 
and Earth. What is the water table? 

Darkish, slightly gleaming spots. 

There is a spherical shape of the planet? Yes, 



of course! When I looked at the horizon, he saw the sharp, 
sharp transitions between the light surface of the Earth 
to a completely dark sky. Land pleased juicy 
palette of paints. It is surrounded by a halo of pale 
blue. Then, the band gradually 
darkens, becomes turquoise, blue, violet and 
changes in jet black color. This transition is very 
beautiful and pleasing to the eye. 

In the cabin came the music of the homeland, I heard 
dear voices singing one of my favorite songs 
- "Amur waves." He remembered that the Americans 
wrote: "No one can accurately predict 
what will be the impact of space on 
person. We only know one thing - man in space 
will suffer from boredom and loneliness." No, I do not 
felt bored and was not alone. Cutting the space 
I worked, lived a life of their country. Radio as 
umbilical cord that connected me to the earth. I took 
commands sent messages on all systems 
ship, every word from Earth felt 
support of the people, the government and the Party. 

All the while closely observing the 
devices, I determined that the "East", strictly moving 
for the intended orbit, is about to start flying over 
shaded, not yet illuminated by the Sun, part of the 
our planet. Log ship came into the shadows 



quickly. Immediately came the pitch darkness. 

Apparently, I was flying over the ocean, as 
Even gold dust lit cities not 
looks down. 

Crossing the Western Hemisphere, I thought 
Columbus, that he was tortured and suffering, opened 
New World, and called it America, on behalf of 
Amerigo Vespucci, who for thirty-two pages 
his book "The description of the new land" has received 
immortality. Story of this historical mistake I 
read something in a book by Stefan Zweig. 

After thinking about America, I could not remember 

boys, intending to rush behind us 

into space. For some reason I expected it to do 

Alan Shepard. Will American astronauts 

serve the cause of peace, as we are doing, or will be 

slaves of those who are preparing for war? It would be good, 

if the nations of the world have heeded reasonable 

voice of Nikita Khrushchev and his efforts 

sent to general and permanent 

world. 

In 9 hours 51 minutes was included 
automatic orientation. After the release of 
"East" out of the shadows, it will search 
and the orientation of the spacecraft to the Sun. Its rays 
shone through the Earth's atmosphere, the horizon 



was a bright orange, gradually passing into 
all colors of the rainbow to the blue, blue, purple, 
black. Indescribable colors! Howto 
paintings of artist Nicholas Roerich? 

9:00 52 minutes. Flying in the vicinity of Cape Horn, 

I sent a message: 

- The flight is normal, I feel 
okay. Onboard equipment is working properly. 

I checked the flight schedule. Time 
was maintained accurately. "East" was a rate 
close to 28,000 kilometers per hour. This speed is 
hard to imagine the world. I did not feel 
during flight or hunger or thirst. But for 
given program at a certain time and ate and 
drank water from a special water system. Ate 
I have food prepared according to recipes developed 
Academy of Medical Sciences. Ate as well as in 
terrestrial conditions, only one problem - it was impossible 
wide open mouth. 



On the ground, make a TV show from the ship 
satellite "Vostok". 

Although it was known that the behavior 
my body seen from the Earth, I'm not- 
not present and listening to your own heart. 

In zero gravity pulse and respiration were 

normal feeling great, thinking 

and performance is fully preserved. 

BM0MK0M6MHe30H6binMBM0HTMp0BaHbl 

lightweight comfortable sensors, converts 
physiological parameters - Biopotential heart 

nynbcoBbieKonebaHnacocyflucTOMCTeHKM, 
respiratory movements of the chest - in 
electrical signals. Special reinforcements 


and measuring systems provided through the issuance of 
radio signals to Earth pulses that characterize 
breathing and circulation in all phases of flight. 

So what in the world knew about my well-being more 
What I know about it. 

Since its separation from the rocket launch pad 

management of all its complex mechanisms 

assumed reasonable automatic 

systems. They sent the handlebars, causing the rocket 

move to the desired path, guide 

propulsion system, setting the necessary 

speed c6pacbiBannoTpa6oTaHHbiecTyneHM 

missiles. Automation support for the need 

temperature inside the ship, intended to target in 

space, forced to work measuring 

devices, are much more complex tasks. 

At the same time at my disposal was 
a manual flight control ship. 

He had only to turn on the desired switch, as all 
flight control and landing the "East" has passed 
would be in my hands. I would have had more time 
specify the location of the Flight Instrument 
rapidly rushing over the earth "East". 

And then we would have to calculate the site, 
control knob to hold orientation of the spacecraft 
and at the right time to start braking setup. 



Now all this is not required - Automatic 
worked perfectly. Thought it over and weighed 
scientists. 

Chief designer told us about 
struggles to lessen the weight and 
dimensions of each part spacecraft 
that Soviet scientists in 
the field of automation, a system with many 
thousands of items, make self-tuning 
device cnoco6Hbienpncnoca6nnBaTbCHK 
changing conditions. Young carried away, he 
told us about the devices control 
large number of elements, providing, 
however, the reliability of the system. 

All these memories flashed in the brain 

any second. And remember this, I began to think about 

Chief Designer. Spacecraft could 

proud of research teams that have invested in it 

their intelligence, energy, labor. 

I tried to imagine the people involved 
the construction of the ship, and before my eyes 
were rows of workers, as the May Day 
demonstration on Red Square. It was good 
to see them at work in laboratories, workshops 
plants, shake their hands and say thank you. Indeed, the most 
beautiful in the world - a person employed labor. 



With trepidation, I peered into 
the world around me, trying to see everything, 
to understand and comprehend. Out the window shone 
diamond placers bright cool stars. To 
They had yet oh how far, maybe 
decades of flight, and yet from the orbit to them 
was much closer than the Earth. It was 
happy and a little bit terrified by the knowledge that 
I was entrusted with the spacecraft - Priceless 
Treasure State, which invested so much 
labor and public money. 

Despite the hard work, I could not think. 

He remembered my mother, as she kissed me in childhood 
at bedtime in the back between the shoulder blades. Does she I 
where am I now? She said if she Bringing about my flight? A 
thinking of my mother, I could not help thinking of the motherlan 
After all, a reason people call home mother - 
it is eternally alive, it is immortal. Everything that reaches 
people in his life, he has to his homeland. "Our 
socialist motherland is the most beautiful in the world, 
and to all that accomplished, I owe to her1 thought. 

Came different thoughts, and all some bright 
holidays. He recalled how we boys 

secretly shaking apple trees in the garden of a collective farm, c 
eve 

flight, I was wandering around Moscow, in her noisy 
joyous streets, he came to Red Square 


and stood at the mausoleum. I thought that 

spacecraft carries Lenin's ideas about 

the whole earth. "What is now German Titov?" - 

flashed the thought, and I felt the strength and warmth of his 

embrace during the funeral. For all that I am now 

worried, and he will have to endure. 

One after the other at the bottom swept the country, and 

I saw them as a single, undivided 

borders. 

At 10 hours and 15 minutes on the approach to the African 
MaTepi/iKyoTaBTOMaTMHecKoronporpaMMHoro 
media have been the team to train board 
equipment to the braking motor. I 
gave another message: 

- The flight is proceeding normally, the state 
weightlessness stand well. 

Flashed the thought that somewhere down there 
HaxoflMTcaBepLUMHaKnnMMaHfl>Kapo, praised 
Ernest Hemingway in his short story "The Snows 
Kilimanjaro." 

Then I thought that the ship flies over Congo 
country in which the imperialists brutally murdered 
courageous fighter against colonialism, fighter 
happiness of the people of Patrice Lumumba. 

But there was no time to think. Advance 
the final phase of flight, perhaps even 



more responsible than the ascent to orbit and flight 

in the orbit - the return to Earth. I became 

prepare for it. I expected the transition from 

weightlessness to new, perhaps even more 

strong overload and enormous heating 

the outer shell of the ship at the entrance to the dense layers 

the atmosphere. So far, in all of space flight 

took place about the same as we practiced 

it during training in the world. And how will 

at last, the final stage of the flight? All 

Whether the system will work well, not waiting 

Am I an unexpected danger? Automatics 

automatic, but I has a position 

ship and was ready to take it to their 

hands and, if necessary, to carry out its 

descent to Earth independently in my chosen 

suitable for this purpose area. 

Spacecraft attitude control system in the flight 
bylasolnechnoy, osnaschennoyspetsialnymi 
sensors. These sensors "catch" the sun and the 
"Hold" it in a certain position, so 
that is retropropulsion 
always against the flight. At 10 
25 minutes was dim 
brake. It worked perfectly in 
given time. At the big climbs and descents 



big - "East" gradually began to slow 

speed, moved from the orbit to the transition ellipse. 

Began the final part of the flight. Ship 

began to enter the atmosphere. His 

outer shell quickly became heated, and through 

curtains covering the windows, I saw 

eerie red glow of the flames raging 

around the ship. But in the cab was only twenty 

degrees, even though I was in a tangle of fire 

swoop. 

Weightlessness disappeared, growing congestion 

held me to the chair. They all grew and 

were greater than the takeoff. The ship began 

rotate, and I reported this to "Earth." But the rotation, 

bothered me quickly stopped and 

further descent was normal. It was clear 

that all systems worked perfectly and accurately ship 

is specified in the landing. Of excess 

happiness I loudly sang a favorite song: 


Motherland hears, 
Homeland knows... 


BbicoTanojieTaBceBpeivmyMeHbLuanacb. 
Making sure that the ship safely reach 
Earth, I was ready for boarding. 



Ten thousand feet... Nine ... Eight thousand ... 

Seven ... 

Flashed at the bottom of the Volga tape. I recognized 
great Russian river and the shore, on which I 
taught to fly Kallistov Martyanov. It was 
familiar: the wide surroundings, and spring 
the fields and groves, and roads, and Saratov, whose house 
cubes, piled away... 

In 10 hours, 55 minutes, "East", circled the Earth 
ball down safely in a given area 
in a plowed field, plowing under farm "Leninsky 
way ", southwest of the town of Engels, close 
the village of Smelovka. It happened, as in a good 
novel: my return from space occurred 
the very places where I flew for the first time 
on the plane. How much time has passed since then? 

Only six years. But as a measure of change! In 

That day I flew two hundred times faster, two hundred times 

above. Two hundred times increased Soviet Wings! 

Set foot on solid ground, I saw a woman with 
a girl standing near the calf and spotted with 
curiously watching me. Went to them. 

They went to meet him. But the closer they 

came, their steps became slower. I'm 

was still in his bright orange space suit, 

and his unusual appearance of a little scared. Nothing 



like they have not seen. 



flight. 

me. 


They 

Moscow. 

Popavktovarischam, ozhidavshimmoego 
return, I learned that my name is 
telegram from Nikita Khrushchev. First 
Secretary of the Central Committee of the party congratulated 
me with the completion of the space flight. 



After some time I joined on 

phone with Nikita Khrushchev, 

was in Sochi. I heard a familiar 

and a native voice. It was the greatest moment 

in my life. There was a cordial conversation. I 

quote it here in full, word for word. 

-1 am glad to hear you, dear Yuri - 
said Nikita. 

I am -1 just received your welcome 
telegram in which you congratulated me on 
successful completion of the world's first space 
flight. I sincerely thank you, Nikita Sergeyevich, 
congratulations for that. I am happy to report to you that 
first space flight was successfully completed. 
Khrushchev:-Serdechnoprivetstvuyui 
I congratulate you, my dear Yuri! You 
the world's first space flight made. 

His feat you glorified our country, 

displayed courage and heroism in the performance of such 
responsible job, his feat you did 
himself immortal man, because you first 
of people entered the space. 

Tell me, Yuri, how are you 
felt in flight? How is this first 
space flight? 

I am -1 felt good. The flight was 



very well, all the equipment of spacecraft 
worked well. During the flight I saw the Earth from 
great height. He could see the sea, the mountains, the large 
cities, rivers, forests. 

NS Khrushchev: - You can say what you 
feel good? 

l:-You are right, Nikita. I 
felt in the spacecraft well 
at home. Again, I thank you for 
heartfelt congratulations and welcome to the successful 
completion of the flight. 

NS Khrushchev: 'I am glad to hear your voice and 
welcome you. I would be happy to meet with you in 
Moscow. Together with you, along with all of our 
people solemnly celebrate this great 
feat in space exploration. Let the whole world is watching 
and see what can our country, which can 
make our great nation, our Soviet science. 

I: - Suppose now that all countries are catching up with us! 
Khrushchev: - That's right! I am very glad that your 
voice is cheerful and confident that you have a 
good mood! You are right - 
Let the capitalist 

countries are catching up to our country, paving the way 
into space, sent the world's first cosmonaut. All 
We are proud of this great victory. 



Here there Anastas Mikoyan 

He sends you a heartfelt greeting and 

greeting. 



Khrushchev congratulates Yuri Gagarin 
successful completion of the space flight. 
I: - Give my thanks Anastas 
Ivanovich and best wishes to him! 








NS Khrushchev:-Tell me, Yuri, you 
a wife, kids? 

I: - There is a wife, Valentina, and two 
daughter, Lena, and Galya. 



Yuri Gagarin talking to Khrushchev on 
phone after the flight. 


NS Khrushchev: A wife know that you fly in 
Space? 

Me: - Yes, I knew, Khrushchev. 

NS Khrushchev:-give my best regards 
Your wife and your children. Let your daughter 
grow and are proud of their father, who made a 
such a great feat in the name of our Soviet 
Homeland. 

Me: Thank you, Nikita. I will pass this 

Your greetings and always remember your heart 

words. 

NS Khrushchev: in-your parents, mother and father, 
alive, where they are now, what they do? 

I am the Father and mother are alive, they live in Smolensk 
region. 

NS Khrushchev:-Give your father and your 
mother my heartfelt congratulations. They are entitled to 
proud of his son, who made such a 
a great feat. 

Me: - Thank you, Nikita. I 
give your words father and mother. They will 
happy and very grateful to you, our party and 
Soviet government. 

NS Khrushchev:-Not only your parents, but the whole 
Our Soviet Motherland proud of your great 
feat, Yuri. You accomplished a feat 



who will live forever. 

Once again I warmly welcome you on the successful 
completion of the first space flight. To 
See you in Moscow. I wish you all 
best. 

Me: - Thank you, Nikita. Again 
thank you, beloved Communist Party, 

The Soviet government for the great confidence 
in me, and I assure you that is ready to continue 
perform any task the Soviet motherland. To 
Goodbye, dear Nikita Sergeyevich! 

Immediately immediately on the phone with me talked 

chief editor of "Truth" Pavel 

Satyukov and chief editor of the "News" Alex 

I. Adjoubei. I asked them to transfer my 

warm greetings to readers of newspapers. 

In these exciting early hours of returning to 

Earth from space have been many joyful 

meetings with acquaintances and strangers friends. All 

were my friends and relatives. Especially 

It was touching to meet with German Titov, 

which, together with other comrades arrived 

on a jet plane to the area from the Baikonur 

touchdown. We warmly embraced and long from excess 

tuzili friendly feelings to each other with their fists. 

- Satisfied? - He asked. 



- Very -1 said - you're just happy 
next time ... 

He wanted to ask me about everything, and 
I wanted to tell him everything, but doctors 
insisted on vacation, and I could not submit to their 
requirements. 

We all went to the bank of the Volga, who was standing 
departure on a house. There I took a shower, dinner and 
dined once again, this time in earth, with good 
earthly appetites. 









From the area of the landing - the headquarters space 
flight. 

After a short walk along the Volga 

admiring the golden light of sunset skies, 

we played with German Titov billiards and 

completing this amazing day of our lives - 

12 April one thousand nine hundred and sixty 

first year - lay down in bed, and after a few 

minutes were asleep the same serenity as the day before 

flight. 



LIFE FOR HOMELAND 

My first morning after returning from 
space flight began, as always, 

4)M3MHeCKOM3apaflKM.ripMBbNKaKyTpeHHeM 

Gymnastics has long been a necessity, and 
has not been the case when I ignored it. 

And even more courage was needed today, 

For ahead for the big day, the big talk 
interesting meetings. 

At ten o'clock in the morning in a house on the banks of the Vol 
together scientists and experts, equip 
"East" vpervyyreysvokrugZemli. 

I'm glad to see among them the Chief 
Designer. He smiled, and his face was younger. 

Now, after the man went into space 
and circled the planet, came home, everything was 
in order. Chief Designer hugged me and 
We kissed. Probably because during the war 
generals welcomed the soldiers who completed 
important combat mission. 

I made the first report of the gathering of the 
all the technical systems of the ship in flight, told 
everything he saw and experiences outside 
Earth's atmosphere. Listen to me carefully. A 



I got carried away and talked for a long time. The experience wj 
much 

and they were so unusual, that I wanted 
quickly share them with people. I tried 
do not forget. Judging by the people gathered, 
the story was interesting. Then sprinkle questions. 

For each I tried to answer as accurately as possible, 
realizing how important it is to follow 
work to conquer space. 



April 14, 1961. To look forward to 

residents of the capital meeting with the world's first 

cosmonaut Yuri Gagarin, made 12 

April for 108 minutes triumphant space 

flight around the Earth. 



Several times during the talk, I met 
look to your doctor Evgeny. He did not 
wanted me to overdo it, and pointed to the clock: 
round off, they say, man ... 

After a short break I again had 

speak. This time the correspondent 

"Truth" and "news." It was my first 

detailed interview to the Soviet press, 

which I was interested, as would 

quickly tell all the people what they had seen 

and through the newspapers of the party and a big thank you 

Government for the high level of trust in me. 

Our conversation was conducted in a friendly tone. Journalists 

I understood at a glance, they knew a lot about 

space. One of them at one time was the military 

aviator, and the other in his newspaper edited 

Department of Science and Technology. Unfortunately, in the tir 

This conversation was a correspondent in Saratov 

Komsomol newspaper "Dawn of young people." This newspape 

first published a note about me, when I 

studied at the flying club. You can imagine with what 

interest his interview would read Saratov 

Komsomol and the guys that maybe now 

learn to fly on the same plane in which he studied 

I fly. 

The next day, before leaving for Moscow, I 


met with Dmitry Pavlovich Martyanov - 

My first instructor, who at that time 

in Saratov flying club. We are both happy with each 

other. 

- Thank you, Dmitri Pavlovich, that taught 
I fly -1 said. 

- Wings grow from flying, - said 

he handed me the national newspapers. It was 
nice to read them all the words yesterday 
on a conversation with reporters. After all, it was 
correspondence of the first flight into space, and 
the authors were able to keep them in the novelty and 
immediacy of my space experience. 

I learned from the newspapers that we met the news 

my parents are flying in Gzhatsk and Valya, the remaining 

home with the children. Especially touched me a story 

mother of my childhood and photo Wali made 

at the time when she was informed that given the command to 

touchdown. I imagined that his wife survived 

in those moments ... 

Newspapers and pleased me, and embarrassed. Be 
the focus is not only his country, but 
and the world - a rather cumbersome 
thing. I would immediately sit down and write that 
it's not about me one that tens of thousands of 
scientists, specialists and workers were preparing this flight 



that could make each of my comrades 
astronauts. I knew that many Soviet pilots 
able to go into space, both physically and 
mentally prepared for that. I also knew that I 
lucky - in time was born. I Appear to light for 
some years before, and would not pass on age; 
Born later, someone would have been there, where 
sought my being. 



April 14, 1961. At Vnukovo airport. 

Yuri Gagarin was sent to government 
rostrum. 

But radio, endlessly repeated my name and 
newspapers with my portraits and articles about the flight 
space were only the beginning of the tremulous 
excitement that gripped me for a long time. Ahead 


waited another great experience, which could not 
present no very imaginative and 
which I had no idea. Soviet people 

preparing an unprecedented meeting of the first cosmonaut. 
Me from Moscow flew a special aircraft 
"IL-18". On approaching the capital of our country to 
it was attached honorary escort fighters. 

These were handsome "MiGs", which at one time 

and I flew. They clung to our air 

ship so close that I could clearly see 

persons fliers. They smiled broadly and I smiled 

them. I looked down and gasped. Streets of Moscow 

streams were full of people. From all over 

living human capital of the river, over which 

as sails, inflatable red flags, flocked to 

the walls of the Kremlin. 

CaMoneTHM3Konpoi±ienHaflmaBHbiMM 
thoroughfares of the city and went to Vnukovo 
airfield. There also was a lot of dating. 

I was told at the airport that are members of the 
Presidium of the Central Committee of the CPSU, the Council 
Ministers and head of the Soviet government 
Nikita Khrushchev. 

Exactly at the specified time "IL-18" landed and 
began to taxi to the central building of the airport. 

I put on the front with an officer's coat 



brand new major's insignia, habitually looked 
reflected in the window of the plane, and when 
car stopped, through the open door to 
ramp came down. More out of the plane, I saw 
podium away, busy and surrounded 
mountain flowers. To her the plane ran hot 
red carpet. 

He had to go, and go alone. And I went. 

Never, even there, in a space ship, I do not 
worried as at that moment. The path was 
long-predlinnaya. And while I was walking on it, was able to 
pull yourself together. Under the lens of television 
eyes, cameras and cameras going forward. I know: 
all looking at me. And suddenly I feel something 
No one noticed - untied shoelace. Here 
Now step on it and all honest people 

Stretch out on the red carpet. There would be embarrassment 
and laughter - in space did not fall, and on level ground 
fell... 



Yuri Gagarin, the first secretary of the Central Committee of Of\ 
Reports 

Committee, Chairman of the Council of Ministers of the USSR, i 
Khrushchev has successfully completed the world's first 
space flight. 

To the sound of the orchestra, performing old 

Aviation march "We were born to a fairy tale, 

do come true ", I do another five, ten, fifteen 

steps to recognize the face of the Bureau of the Central Commil 

see 

father, mother, Valya, meeting the eyes of the family, 
cheered look Nikita 

Khrushchev. I went up to him and took his hand to his cap, 
Report: 

- Comrade First Secretary of the Central 
Committee of the Communist Party of the Soviet 



Union, the President of the Council of Ministers of the USSR! 
I am glad to report to you that the job of the Central 
Committee of the Communist Party and the Soviet 
The Government will carry ... 

Smell of spring flowers. In the ensuing 
silence, I do not recognize your own voice got stronger. 
Around a lot of people close to me, and I see only 
one Nikita Sergeyevich, I see what a complex 
range of emotions aroused in him the word report. 

- The first flight in the history of mankind 
on the Soviet spacecraft "Vostok" 

April twelfth successfully accomplished - 
I utter, and I think that Khrushchev 
I listen to all my good heart. 

- All devices and equipment of the ship worked 
clear and flawless. I feel fine. Ready 

take a new job any of our party and 
government -1 paused and introduced himself: - 
Major Gagarin. 

Khrushchev took off his hat, hugged me and 
according to an old Russian custom triple kiss. 

- Congratulations! Congratulations! - He said, and I 
felt like he was excited. I felt a fatherly 

the warmth of his hand and I thought, maybe, seeing 
my officer's uniform, he thought of his son 
Leonidas. After Khrushchev's son was also 



pilot and a young died in a battle with the 

Nazis, defending from the enemies of clear sky country. 

Khrushchev introduced me to the members of the 

The Presidium of the Central Committee, and then summed up 

father, 

Mom, Valais, brothers and sisters. 



Hot meeting at Vnukovo airport. 




- That's our dream come true, Jura - said 
Valya and turned away, wiping away tears. In her hands 
there was a huge bouquet of roses - a gift of Nina Petrovna 
Khrushchev. 

In my eyes, too navertyvalis, tears of joy 
and delight. But the astronaut not supposed to cry, and I 
through the power of holding back their feelings. 

On this day, for the first time cleared in spring 
warm and affectionate weather. The motorcade of government 
The car started from Vnukovo in Moscow. I 
was in an open car next to Nikita 
Khrushchev. All the way tapestries 
people stood, welcoming the leaders of the party and 
Government, welcoming the unprecedented achievement 
our science and technology. On the facades of houses - 
red flags, slogans and banners. People waved 
streamers, bouquets of flowers. Blaring bands. 

Adults raised over the heads of children. 

Probably no one in the world has not experienced 
that had to go through this holiday 
to me. And here it is, our Red Square, 
which recently, going to the flight, I 
standing in front of the Mausoleum. From end to end it 
filled the workers of Moscow. Gently nudging 
forward Nikita took me on a granite 
rostrum of the Mausoleum. He saw my confusion and 



Try to make sure that I do not feel any 
embarrassment and confusion. 

Meeting was opened by a member of the Presidium 
Secretary of the Communist Party of Frol Kozlov and R. 
immediately gave me your word. I caught my breath: 
joke to say, everything that happened on the Red 
square, listening not only our country, but also 
on your TV for the first time all over Europe, 

Radio works and the whole world. 

My speech was brief. I thanked the party 
and government, thanked our scientists, 
engineers, technicians and workers who created this 
the ship on which it is safe to learn the secrets 
space. Expressing the belief 
the fact that all my friends, cosmonauts also 
ready at any time to make a flight in open spaces 
Universe, I concluded by saying: 

- Glory to the Communist Party of the Soviet 
Union and its Leninist Central Committee in 
led by Nikita Khrushchev! 








Khrushchev, Yuri Gagarin and Valentina 
Gagarin in an open car in the streets of Moscow. 

This toast was picked up by the people, to failure 
filled the square and surrounding streets. 

Then, greeted by a standing ovation of the people, 
speech Nikita Khrushchev. His 
performance was imbued with a deep faith in 
powerful creative forces of the Soviet people in the victory 
labor, reason and science over the destructive forces 
War. When Nikita Khrushchev announced that 
I was given the title of Hero of the Soviet 
Union and given the glorious title of the first pilot 
cosmonaut, I'm all broken out. After generation 
young people who grew up after the war, a child fed 
great respect for the country awards. For a 
momentarily flashed before my eyes the Order, 

I saw under the seven-year boy 

wide open jackets airmen who had been in 

our village after the battle. Something to hide, for a moment 

I introduced myself to the Order of Lenin and the Gold 

Star on his chest, because until now I had only 

one medal, which I am very proud. Soviet 

Union - a country of mass heroism. Our people 


With 



We 



State. 

We passed along the avenue of silver peaked 
oil, like sentinels have stood at a high gear 
wall. The Kremlin was waiting for me excited family. 
Father tells how he learned about my flight. In 
That day, he went to carpentry twelve 
Gjatsk kilometers to the village, where they build 
kolkhoz tea. The ferry across the river familiar 
old boatman asked: 



Red Square, Moscow. April 14, 1961. 

Comrade Yuri Gagarin, Khrushchev, FR Kozlov 
and Leonid Brezhnev at the mausoleum. 

- What is the title of son of yours goes? 

- The lieutenant, - said his father. 

- On the radio, though some major 

Gagarin supposedly flew to the moon - do not let up 
the old man. 

- Well, I think to major yet oh how far - said 
father. 

- Maybe it is like what? - Asked again 
carrier. 

- There are all sorts Gagarin in the world, - concluded the fathe 
At the conversation ended. Old men moved 


across the river, drank chekushku for someone who flies 

ate Taranco and father shouldered 

carpenter's tool, went his way, 

forgetting about the astronaut. Three hours he waved 

ax in the construction of the tea, and then drove 

Secretary of the Communist Party: 

- Where are you zapropal, Alexei Ivanovich? Found on 
throughout the area. After all, your Yuri galaxies in outer space 
returned to Earth ... 

They got into the car and rushed to Gzhatsk. A 
there, our little wooden house on 
Leningrad street, was about the city ... 

The whole family in the evening we went to the Great 

Kremlin Palace at a reception 

CPSU Central Committee, the Presidium 

USSR Supreme Soviet and the Council of Ministers 

USSR in honor of the great feat of scientists 

engineers, technicians and workers who have provided 

the success of the world's first flight 

man in space. It was 

unusual and beautiful. Fanfare sounded, the consolidated 
Chorus and Symphony Orchestra performed "Sing" 
from the opera "Ivan Susanin". None of our family 
was not previously in the Kremlin, saw the glittering 
white marble George Hall. With interest 
We read the names engraved in gold 



military units that brought fame to Russian valor 
soldiers. Among them were ours, Smolensk regiments. 

At the beginning of the reception Chairman of 

USSR Supreme Soviet Leonid Brezhnev 

after announcing decrees attached to my 

his uniform Order of Lenin and the Gold Star of the Hero 

The Soviet Union. Speaking at the reception, Nikita 

Khrushchev said that all participants 

a spacecraft-satellite "Vostok" 

will be presented to the government awards. 

I was happy for his comrades, whose creative work has led 
I was on such a magnificent celebration. 



The Kremlin, Moscow. April 14, 1961. 

Party and government leaders with the first 
World navtom cosmo pilot Yuri Gagarin and his 





family. 

At the reception, I met the chief designer, 

Theoretician of Astronautics and many friends 
specialists - the creators of the spacecraft. 

Came ministers, Marshal of the Soviet Union, 
leaders of manufacture and agriculture, 
known writers, journalists, athletes ... 

We Gzhatsko, quickly found themselves among 
Muscovites are not guests, and members of an extended 
family. 

Was uttered many good toast, 
there is a short but cordial conversation 
heard the kind words to my teachers, all 
fun never ends. 

The following day I was under the 

impressed by the reception in the Kremlin. On the morning of th 
House 

Scientists Academy of Sciences and the Ministry of 

MHocTpaHHbixfleoCCCPycTponnMnpecc- 

conference. She was invited to the Soviet 

and foreign journalists, diplomatic corps, 

members of the Academy of Sciences of the USSR, prominent 

academics and representatives of civil society organizations 

Moscow. Were about a thousand people. Here I 

was awarded a gold medal Tsiolkovsky 

- Very expensive token of my humble 

merit. 



Speaking at the press conference had 
not begin with the story of flight, and dissociation from 
some Princes Gagarin, who are in exile 
and claiming kinship with our family. Here 
so true: where the horse with a hoof, to and from cancer 
claws. After April 12, in the United States 
America, there were some long-predalnie 
descendants of Princes Gagarin - the seventh water in jelly, 
as we say in the Smolensk region, - desired to 
join the glory of our people and seriously 
today announced that they are relatives of de Soviet 
astronaut. I had to disappoint them. 

- Among the relatives -1 said - no 

princes and people of noble birth and never know about them 
I have not. 

After telling the audience proceeded as space 
flight, so I finished the speech: 

-1 like to fly. I want to fly to Venus 
and Mars, to really fly. 




April 14, 1961. At a reception in the Grand 
Kremlin Palace in honor of the great feat 
Soviet scientists, engineers, technicians and workers, 
ensure the successful implementation of the first 
world of human flight into space. 

Showered with questions, more on foreign 
journalists. They asked a lot about different things. Some 
interested in my future, the other - the size 
my earnings, the third try, they say, 

to put a shadow on the fence, and attributed the peaceful flight 
"East" military. Well, the answer to these and 
tricky question for. And the fact that I spoke the truth, the 
nothing but the truth, gave convincing answers force. 

I had to go these days and its old 




friends - doctors. They were looking for some change 

in my body, which are expected 

medicine, must have arisen after the flight 

space. But they do not have, and the same blue-eyed 

Doctor - Eugene A., selects me 

astronauts, was satisfied. 

- With such health - he joked - not sin 
and fly to the moon ... 

Daily newspaper and to my home 
occurred many telegrams and letters. Wrote with 
all over the Soviet Union, from all continents 
Earth, acquaintances and strangers. Some 
Vale and sent gifts to my girls. Many 
former comrades Gzhatsk, Saratov, Orenburg 
Labor fate scattered across the country, and 
now they responded from all over, greeted 
reminded cute and funny stories from the past. 

I was very touched by Anatolia news 
llyashenko, or just Yanukovych, as we 
known in the squadron in the North. It was he, along 
Vladimir and Anatoly Reshetov Roslyakova 
recommended me to the party. He wrote: "Oh, 

Yuri, Yuri, fidget, when you left, I remember 
told you: get ready for the assault. I was sure that 
the whole world will hear about you ..." 

Anatoly described his life and times. 



He had gone to the reserve, some worked as a laborer, 

and then went in for a transport aircraft 

Kazakhstan. According to the letter it was evident that Fedorovk 

first had to hard in his new role. But he 

belongs to that breed of people who are not afraid 

no difficulties and do not stop no 

obstacles. Be that he taught me, when we 

served together in the North. And he himself recalled 

this in his letter: "It is not for nothing that we Communists 

Give us any job, if the front is clearly visible 

the goal." 

In those days it was a very good letter of 
Paris. Wrote his Francois de Joffre - officer 
Legion of Honor, Commander of the Order of the Red 
Banner, author of "Normandy - Neman" 

I recently read. In its widest 

A letter from the patriot wrote: "Let me 

French pilot regiment "Normandy - Neman" 

former volunteer in the sky on your front and 

fought shoulder to shoulder with the Russian people 

against the common enemy - German fascism 

express to you how I am proud and happy that it is 

Soviet man first opened to its full width 

peaceful path in space and at the same time the first page 

Exploring the universe and scientific knowledge of the world." 




Moscow. April 14, 1961. Taken in large 
KpeMneecKOMdeopge.H. C.Xpymee, Marshals 
Soviet Malinovsky, Grechko, 

MV Zakharov and Moskalenko talk to 
cosmonaut Major Yuri Gagarin. 

From France, it's a lot of letters. They wrote 
different people, in different words. But all of them 
imbued with a spirit of respect for the Soviet 
people, Soviet science, as well as letters of combat 
Soviet pilots fellow veterans Francois 
de Joffre. 

My mates past service not only 
wrote, but also came to visit. First raided 
Boris F. and Mary Savelievna Vdovin 
which we firmly friends in the North. 



They arrived on Sunday from Kaluga, where 

Boris F., demobilized from the army, 

educates youth. When I opened the door, 

it did not recognize his former commander and 

comrade. Before that I had never seen him in civilian clothes. 

And then a jacket and hat, from under which such shine 

familiar, celestial blue eyes. 

- Yura! 

- Boris! 

We ran into each other's arms. Embraced and 

kissed, of course, and our wives. Bringing down immediately 

dragged the little guests: Galinka because Vdovin 

have not seen ... We had lunch together - and went 

conversations. They remembered all former fellow soldiers, 

to talk about space, about Kaluga and did not notice 

came as a quiet May evening. Boris F. 

furtive glances at the clock and making the sign of Mary 

Savelievna: time, they say, go ... 

- Well, well, Jura, as they say, time for us to honor and 
know - he said, getting up - we will not interfere, 

you an outstanding man, you are no longer up to us ... 

These words hurt me. Maria and sensitive 

Savelievna realized how painful they have touched me and 

Valya. 

- How can you say that, Boris - said 

it - do not you see that Gagarin remained 



the same as before? ... 
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After the presentation of the Order of Yuri Gagarin 
Lenin and medal "Gold Star" and certificates 
Soviet cosmonaut party leaders 
and took pictures with members of the government 
his family and friends. In the photo (in the top row 
from right to left): FR Kozlov, Leonid Brezhnev, VI 
Gagarin, Yuri Gagarin, NS Khrushchev A. T. Gagarin 
And, I. Gagarin, Voroshilov, Malinovsky. 

In the bottom row (right to left): BA Gagarin, A. 

Gagarin, V. Gagarin, 3. Gagarin. 

She was right. We are the same as they were, 
and will remain so forever. No glory and honor not 
go to our heads, and we will never tear off from 
comrades with whom one does not eat a peck of salt, side 
side that are working now. 

Vdovin stayed the night. However, there was 



a little cramped, and we settled in for the night 
stowed, Who is in a cot, who on the couch. 

But did not fall asleep until morning: all talk, 

fingered in the memory of the events and people. Psychic 

had a meeting ... 

A few days later, on May 5, in the United 
States from Cape Canaveral base that in the state 
Florida, launched a ballistic trajectory 
missile "Redstone" to the pilot Alan Shepard on 
board. Rocket flew to an altitude of 115 miles - 
it is about 185 kilometers, and then from her 
capsule separated from the pilot. 

Nikita Khrushchev on this 

sent a telegram to the president of the United States 
America, John F. Kennedy. The message was 
said:"... an outstanding achievement 

BOCBOeHl/IMHenOBeKOMKOCMOCaOTKpbIBatOT 

endless possibilities for understanding nature 
in the name of progress. Please convey my heartfelt 
Congratulations pilot Shepard." 

I looked quite bulky pack 

American newspapers and magazines, dedicated to Alan 
Shepard special articles and numerous 
pictures. On the day of the flight at the press 

KOH(£epeHUMMnpe3MfleHTfl>K.ct>.KeHHe,qM, 

Commenting on the launch of U.S. missiles 



man on board, said that all the people 

McnbiTbiBatoTorpoMHoeyflOBneTBopeHneeTMM 

achievement. We have a long way to 

fields of space, we are back, the president said, but 

We work hard, and we intend to increase 

our efforts. 

The newspaper "New York Times" with undisguised bitterness 

noted that the missile that was used to 

launched an American astronaut, had power, 

constitute only a small fraction of the power 

Soviet rocket and capsule weighed significantly 

less car "East", the duration of 

Alan Shepard's flight was only one 

sixth of the time of flight of the "East" and 

distance covered American pilots - 

about one-ninetieth of the way, has done 

Russian cosmonaut. 



Yuri Gagarin at a press conference in the House 
scientists. 

I met with broad interest 



reports of numerous journalists, former 
witness the launch. Launch scheduled for 
8:00 New York time. But the missile with 
capsule "Mercury" and astronaut climbed from 
launch platform in only 10 hours and 34 minutes. 

The capsule carrying a rocket "Redstone" height 25.3 
meters. Weight capsule, in which a person, 
was 1.5 tons. 

Alan Shepard began immediately to prepare 
to fly after midnight. 



Nice 


Marshal Aviation K. A. Vershinin 


interview with Yuri Gagarin. 

After doctors examined him, he took 

its place in the capsule and remained there for about 

three and a half hours, waiting for the weighted 

all systems. Due to technical problems reconciling 

delayed. I state clearly before 

American in a capsule. Apparently, waiting hours 

were the most unpleasant in his life, for he 

was alone with his thoughts. When 

rocket takes off, then there is no time to 

reflection, have to work hard and 

brain to focus on the fact that the flight conduct 

as best as possible, most of the American flight 

had to control myself, "and roll 

yaw "of the aircraft. In the third minute 

after the "Redstone" capsule separated 

from him. Four minutes after launch 

Alan Shepard experienced weightlessness 

lasted about five minutes. 

We soon had a chance to see friends 
American newsreel documentary 
on this flight. I have already experienced that this 
space flight, were interested in the details 
training missile "Redstone" to launch its start, 

Alan Shepard's flight and splashdown capsules 
them in the Atlantic Ocean near the aircraft carrier with 



helicopters on board. Here is a rocket with a bell 
attachment on the nose - a capsule pilot - slowly, as 
unwillingly took the start and all the quickening flight, went 
in the clear sky. Here's footage is automatically taken 
in the capsule. Large - Alan Shepard's face 
a pressurized helmet. Its creepy, shifty eyes. On 
figure and face all the time gliding pilot solar 
glare - much capsule rotates. Here it is already on 
ocean wave. Helicopter pilot chooses. He 
on the deck of an aircraft carrier, he's festively decorated 
car, he speaks ... 

Alan Shepard did what he was allowed to 
make American science and technology. This is a bold 
people. I am a friendly shake his hand and courageous 
I wish continued success to him and his family. I think 
sooner or later we will be able to meet. 

By the way, Alan Shepard and his flight I 
had a chance to talk with the famous American 
industrialist Lenin Prize 
"For peace between peoples" Cyrus 
Eaton and his wife. It happened in the days of my 
stay in Bulgaria, where guests and Cyrus Eaton. He 
told me, and then the press that in the interests of 
peace would be very useful to my trip 
U.S. and meeting with the American people. 

noe3flKaBEoj"irapnK)6bmaBTopbiM 



my overseas trip. On the eve of one 
May the Central Committee of the Communist 
Party of Czechoslovakia invited me to visit 
Czechoslovak Socialist Republic. I 
gladly accepted the invitation, because, although 
circled the globe, never before in other 
countries was not. In Czechoslovakia, I flew 
on a regular scheduled flight "Tu-104". On 
Aeroflot ticket I got a place 
"2a" near the porthole to port. 

The cabin of the ship taken by the students 

United Arab Republic, the comrades of the 

China and Czechoslovakia, as well as a group of Soviet 

tourists on their way to Italy. In short, in 

plane going Internationale peoples. Conducted 

our car crew led by renowned aviator 

Civil Aviation Hero of the Soviet Union 

Pavel Mikhailovich Mikhailov. Here in the 

plane, he gave me his book "10,000 hours 

the air "with a friendly inscription:" With warmest 

feelings in memory of the first overseas flight from 

pilot-countryman. Today you have a passenger on 

"Tu-104", and who knows, maybe soon I'll be you 

passenger during the flight to the Moon." The book went 

hands, causing everyone smile. 




Prague meets Yuri Gagarin. 

Pavel asked me to pilot's 
cab. I sat on the chair the second pilot, took 
hand wheel and watching the readings, 
drove the car on course. Since the first time I had 
visit at the helm of "TU-104". Do not say anything 
- An excellent aircraft built Elder Soviet 
aircraft designers Andrei 
Tupolev! 

Flight reigned mood. With 
all sides were heard jokes made in a 
different languages. 



- Not everyone can fly with the first 
astronaut - joked the girl guides 

to Italy -1 will tell - no one would believe. 

The girl immediately to confirm the 
asked for an autograph. I looked at the passengers and 
embarrassed if you write everything, enough work, perhaps, 
to Prague. 

- Autograph not for me, - she added - and 
for the Italian communist newspaper "L'Unita". 

I wrote: "Greetings comrades of 
"Unita". And these words are printed in Rome. 

- Height - nine thousand feet, the temperature 
Overboard - minus fifty degrees - said 
Marina Zikalina stewardess. 

- As in space, is not it, Yuri? - 

difficulty picking up Russian words, he asked a native 
Syrian city of Aleppo black-eyed student Nuri 
Zheston. 

- It Hoth -1 said - but in the cockpit 
"East" was warm. I feel warmed 
friendship of all freedom-loving peoples of the 
planet, including your fellow countrymen - the Arabs. 



Prague, 28 April 1961. First secretary 
Czechoslovak President Antonin Novotny talks to 




It 



receive invaluable help from the Communist 
Party of the Soviet Union, received it and personally 
Vladimir Ilyich Lenin. 

- Lenin - he said - taught us, helped 

our young to become a mass party, a strong, 
truly communist. 

Featuring spring Prague, one of the most 
CTapMHHblXMKpaCMBeMLUMXropOflOBMMpa, 
HexocnoBauKneflpy3ba Hapaflycn pa>KCKM m 
Castle, the Charles Bridge, the Mausoleum Clement 
Gottwald showed Soviet tank, rampant 
on the pedestal - the famous "Thirty" 
crew which first broke into the city in May 1945 
year. 

- Soviet troops spared our country from 

Hitler's yoke, - told me the people of Prague - and 
we hold sacred everything connected with their great 
mission of liberation ... 

While in Prague, I went to the magazine 
"Problems of Peace and Socialism." In the conference 
Hall employees gathered this magazine. There was 



good, friendly conversation. Editorial staff 

presented me a souvenir - just 

released, still smelling of ink 

number of its magazine autographed by many 

Representatives of the Communist and Workers' Parties 

world. And I wrote back to them: "The flight into space - 

this is not a personal achievement. This - the achievement of 

communism. 

I am proud that I - a communist. Pass through 
"Problems of Peace and Socialism" hot 
Hello followers - party comrades 
around the globe." 

PokidayaChehoslovakiyu, yalyubovalsyaee 
green fields, which forever erased 
boundary lines of private farms. Even with 
dizzying heights, where we flew "Tu-104" can be seen 
was like boiled spring work on large 
squares cooperative lands. 

Among the passengers were many Frenchmen 

Italians afrikantsevikubintsev.Oni 

directed at the May Day celebrations in Moscow. 

After going to the salon, where the flying of 

Havana Anshen Gutierrez, Rafael Castellanos 

and other Cubans, I congratulated them on their victory, 

just won by the heroic people of Cuba, 

courage has reflected an armed attack 

enemies of the Cuban revolution, and showed them the pennan 



with the colors of the national flag of Cuba, handed 
me in the hall of the representatives of the Prague Castle 
the Cuban people. I asked them to give 
warm greetings to the leader of the Soviet cosmonauts 
Cuban Revolution, Fidel Castro, whom we 
Soviet people, love and respect. 

And after a while I was able to 

invitation of the Central Committee of the Bulgarian 

Communist Party, the Presidium of the People 

Assembly and the Council of Ministers of the People's Republ 

Bulgaria's visit in Sofia, Plovdiv, Pleven, 

Barnes and other cities of this magnificent country. 

Bulgarian workers sent thousands of letters to 

address of the first cosmonaut. During the flight to Sofia 

in the air, I read with interest several tens 

such letters. Each of them touched sincerity 

and passionate love for the Soviet Union to the camp 

socialism. Many envelopes were glued 

new stamps with images of Soviet satellites 

Earth and space ships. The space theme all 

more and more about the way of life. 



Sofia, May 22, 1961. First secretary 

BCP Central Committee Todor Zhivkov and Chairman of the 
Presidium 

HapodH 02 oCo 6 paHunHapodHouPecny 6 nuKU 
Bulgaria's Dimitar Ganev meet the Soviet 
astronaut. 

The plane flew over the corn fields of Ukraine and 
vineyards in Moldova. He crossed the border 
Prut river, and soon emerged under the wing 
towers Romanian oil fields, and the left 
sailed on board with its gardens Bucharest 
white building of a new printing 
combine "Skynteyya." It was not long 
open and scenic landscapes of Bulgaria - 






country that is a solid fruit garden. 

And here I am in an open car with the first 

Secretary of the Central Committee of the Bulgarian 

Communist Party Todor Zhivkov food 

on the streets of Sofia green. City decked 

Soviet and Bulgarian flag, all the way 

trellis people stood, welcoming new 

achievement of Soviet science. Bulgarian 

so similar to ours, in Russian, that I have no 

interpreter understood everything written on posters and 

banners, all the people chanted. And this 

were the words of the Communist kind regards 

Party of the Soviet Union, Nikita toast 

Khrushchev, all our people. 

In the morning we were already in Plovdiv - old 
Thracian city, built on a green hillside. 

On one of them a monument to Soviet 

Soldier-Liberator. In Bulgaria, affectionately 

called "Alyoshka." After one hundred thousandth rally 

in the central square, where I congratulated 

plovdivchan their successes in socialist 

construction, we went up to this rampant 

hill to "Alyoshka." I put his arms to his legs 

delicate rose and looked at rock-hewn 

figure of a Soviet soldier in battle cape with 

gun in his hand. Visible from everywhere, like clockwork, 



He stood at the top, casting an eagle eye 
sunlit country. 

I looked at him as a living, and I thought, 

that a fresh wind, flying with the Balkan Mountains, moves 

his young, slightly touched with gray strands of hair 

out from under the front cap. And to 

What a great generalization of the power of art! I 

looked into the smiling face of "Alyosha" and 

recognize it volitional features many Soviet 

people I know. 



Field workers of Bulgarian welcome 
Yuri Gagarin. 

I went back to Sofia, and there I 

was presented with the awards - an award 



Georgi Dimitrov and the Gold Star of the Hero 
Socialist Labor, People's Republic of 
Bulgaria. I was the first foreign 
citizen to be awarded this title. Bringing 
his gratitude to the Bulgarian people, I said, 
-Yarastsenivayuetinagrady 
KaKHarpaflbinepeflOBOMCOBeTCKOMHayKe, 
our multimillion Soviet people, 

Communist Party of the Soviet Union and 
its Central Committee, headed by Nikita 
Khrushchev. 

Huge impression on me 
traditional holiday - the Day of Education, 

Culture and Slavonic Literature - "Cyrillic" 

who has been in the 104 th time celebrated Bulgarian 

people. Two hours went from a strong and 

colorful demonstration in Sofia dedicated 

This favorite among people festivities. She was 

riddled with genuine admiration workers 

Bulgaria's historic feat of the Soviet people, 

storming space. Many columns can 

was to see the portraits of Tsiolkovsky, models, 

depicting Soviet spacecraft 

"East". In the sky and then took off "rockets" 

made by the hands of students, and students of 

the heads of the demonstrators waved placards 



"Heaven! Soviet man you won!" 

Again trip to fragrant smell of roses 
country. Pleven - Russian city of military glory 
weapons. Here in the heat of battles have been tried and 
tempered Russian-Bulgarian friendship. Here all 
recalls the old days of the summer and autumn of 1877 
, when Russian troops routed 
bloodthirsty troops Sultan of Turkey, and put 
the liberation of the Bulgarian people from 
centuries of Ottoman domination Janissaries. 

Park named after the brave Russian general Mikhail 
Skobelev battle-known paintings, singer 
Balkan campaign and the glory of the Russian soldiers 
Vasily Vereshchagin, old 

Guns, sarcophagus with the remains of fallen soldiers. All 
it has left its mark on the soul. 

Pleven is one of the oldest Bulgarian 
Communist guerrillas fighting Dimitar Grybchev 
spoke about how, in the thirties, sitting in 
Pleven prison, he, along with political prisoners 
read the book Tsiolkovsky interplanetary 
travel. 

- Of course - said Dimitar Grybchev -1 do not 
thought then, what I have in Pleven 
to meet the first cosmonaut. But even then, 
tormented and suffering in the royal dungeons, we believed 



in the strength and power of the Soviet Union - a friend and 
elder brother of the Bulgarian people. 

Then Varna - city Bulgarian sailors 

and resorts, sandy beaches edged 

Black Sea, Stara Zagora, Kazanlak valley 

flowering rose plantations and finally plentifully 

watered with the blood of Russian soldiers legendary Shipka 

which seems to have seen the whole of Bulgaria. There, on 

Shipka, an elderly woman gave me an embroidered 

handkerchief with embedded in it a note. It was written 

Bulgarian cooperators. They passed greetings 

Our glorious Communist Party, the Soviet 

scientists, astronauts calling falcons communism. 

Two words - Falcons communism, and how much they 
this poetry, music and feelings! So can 
speak only free people! 

In this letter, smelling fertile Bulgarian 
land, written by Bulgarian peasants 
and handed Bulgarian mother, as if 
concentrated all the love of the people, all his best 
feelings for the Soviet people. All day I went under 
influence of this kind letter, kind words 
and with a wonderful mood flew home. 

And here I was waiting for new meetings, new trip. 

I flew to Orenburg, visited his native aviation 
School, to meet with the teachers made 



to cadets. 

- Did you, Yuri, - asked Yadkar 

Akbulatov, a former pilot and instructor - that's your 
Photo gallery of portraits will be in our 
graduates, who became a hero of the Soviet Union? 

- There are many more places in this gallery -1 answered and 
showed him the cadets. - Who knows whose portraits 

yet to be seen here! In our country, because 
everyone can be a hero. 

And here I was waiting for new meetings, new trip. 

I flew to Orenburg, visited his native aviation 
School, to meet with the teachers made 
to cadets. 

- Did you, Yuri, - asked Yadkar 

Akbulatov, a former pilot and instructor - that's your 
Photo gallery of portraits will be in our 
graduates, who became a hero of the Soviet Union? 

- There are many more places in this gallery -1 answered and 
showed him the cadets. - Who knows whose portraits 

yet to be seen here! In our country, because 
everyone can be a hero. 

All in Orenburg reminiscent of the days of my youth. 

And the cool waters of the Urals, and emerald foliage 
beyond the river groves, overgrown with wild flowers and prairie 
given. In a good city I've learn ... 

Even in space, I decided to be sure to visit 



in the ancient Russian city of Kaluga - the cradle 

theory of interstellar flight. And this case quickly 

introduced - kaluzhane invited me to 

Bookmark the new museum of his famous countryman K. 

Tsiolkovsky. 



Orenburg Air Force cadets 

School, where he studied first astronaut, the 

stand dedicated to the flight of Yuri Gagarin in 

space. 

With excitement, I drove from the airport to 
Nestled on the hill town, is surrounded by 
fresh green gardens, just washing away of noisy 
lightning storm. 

The first step is with his friends, we visited 




on the grave of a scholar, decorated obelisk on 
pedestal which the sun gilded the prophetic 
words: "The world will not remain forever on earth, 
but, in the pursuit of light and space, first 
timidly penetrate beyond the atmosphere, and then 
conquer the whole space around the sun." 

Sometime in Saratov I graduated this phrase K. 

Tsiolkovsky its report on interplanetary 
messages. How closely intertwined with the past 
real! 

We laid a wreath of flowers on the Road 
grave and prolonged silence in memory of the great 
seer. At this time, there was a rainbow in the sky and 
hung over the city like a wreath. 

Most of the day we spent in Kaluga, where much 
associated with the name of Konstantin Tsiolkovsky, his house- 
museum, monument scientist of bronze and stainless 
were erected in the square of the World; street KE 
Tsiolkovsky, the school in which he more than two 
decades of teaching sciences and is now 
teaches children the Russian language and its literature 
granddaughter - Marina Veniaminovna Samburova. I 
to see her and her brother Alexei Kostin 
- A local journalist. They tell a lot 
of his grandfather, his life, his habits. And the image 
this genius was for me more 



clear and close. 



Yuri Gagarin among the officers of the Orenburg 
Military Aviation School. 

I was deeply touched when the rally 
gathered in the square named after Lenin, 
me with Tsiolkovskiy named honorary 
citizen of the city of Kaluga. A lot is still to come 
daring flight into space, and all of our astronauts 
will come in this close to the city center, 

Paying tribute to the one who was the first people in their 
bold plans and drawings paved the way for us to 
stars. 

I really wanted after space flight 
to visit their homeland - Smolensk, stay 



in Gzhatsk, to go to the village Klushino, where he spent 
childhood, to see fellow countrymen. 

And here they are, dear to my heart, Razdolnoye 
edge. Deep and cool river Gzhat, pubescent 
panicles reed groves and woods, field 
way of blooming rye and flax, dark-gold 
woodcock, and the clatter of nightingales. All - as in 
childhood. Only add power lines 
power, but has become more expensive cars, 
and, perhaps, the mass of new, newly constructed 
houses. Both father and mother met me in the new 
house, all on the same street of Leningrad, where was 
my childhood. The Soviet government built and 
gave them a new house, surrounded by a small 
apple orchard. 

There were many happy, pleasant meetings in Gzhatsk. 

I went to school in his native Moscow street 

sat at his old desk and talked with 

their teachers, who owes. Cute, 

good people, how much they have done for me and how 

many now do for school! 

At the rally, held in the city, colored with 
flags, we warmly embraced with physics teacher 
Lev Mikhailovich Bespalov. Who knows, 

I met him, and, perhaps, would not have been an astronaut. 
It is so important - from childhood to determine your 



further career and go for it, do not 
turning aside. Lev Mikhailovich instilled in me 
love for physics and science, acquainted with 
work of Tsiolkovsky. 

At the table, the head of which was busy 

Mom gathered numerous relatives: 

my sister, Zoe, with her husband - a milling machine 

Radio Works Dmitry Bruevich, pretty 

HeTbipHaflqaTnneTHeMflOHepbioTaMapoMM 

ten son Yuri, who, in imitation of 

I, decided to become an astronaut. Zoe's 

still works as a nurse, all such 

a slender, with pale blue earrings in her ears. 

She is older than me for seven years and still can not 
used to the fact that I'm an adult and I can do everything 
do without her help and advice. 

Boris brother got married, works as a mechanic, 
repairman at Radio Works, and his young wife, 

Ase I. - picker in the same factory. Brother 
Valentine - The driver in a truck. So our collective farm 
family began working family, headed by for- 
remains a rigorous and fair father. 

I visited our shabby old house, 

Located across the street, across from the new. All 
in it - and the smells, and the crackle of logs - 
reminiscent of childhood. On the walls, pasted 



little yellow wallpaper, hanging pictures of our 
family made during his stay in the Kremlin. 

These photos sent mom Nina Petrovna 
Khrushchev. 

Came to our house a lot of people: 
students and teachers, farmers, even had 
group of frail elderly women. They wanted to see 
Am I in heaven God? I have to 
had to disappoint them. Human space flight 
dealt a crushing blow to the clerics. In streams 
letters coming to me, I was pleased to read 
recognition, in which believers are under the impression 
science renounced God agreed 

that there is no God and everything connected with his name - 
fiction and nonsense. 

On the first day I came home radio 
transferred joyful message that the Bureau 
Supreme Soviet of the USSR, noting outstanding 
Merit of the First Secretary of the Central Committee 
Committee and Chairman of the USSR Council of Ministers 
Nikita Khrushchev in the Guide to 
creation and development of the rocket industry, 
science and technology and the success of the first 
The world of space flight on the Soviet people 
satellite-spacecraft "Vostok", a new era in 
space exploration, his Decree awarded friend 



Khrushchev Order of Lenin and the third gold 
Medal "Hammer and Sickle". 

Together with the pioneer of the space age 

Nikita Khrushchev was awarded 

many workers, engineers, scientists, managers 

engineers and technicians, as well as scientific 

research institutes, design bureaus 

and plants. Seven prominent Soviet scientists and 

designers were awarded the second gold 

Medal "Hammer and Sickle" and ninety-five 

leading designers, executives, 

scientists and workers were awarded the title of Hero 

Socialist Labor. Six thousand nine hundred 

twenty-four people have been awarded 

orders and medals of the Soviet Union. 

Having learned from the report on the radio about all this, I 
immediately contacted the editorial "Truth" and asked 
pass from me, my parents and fellow 
Nikita Khrushchev and all award 
mates our heartiest congratulations. 

Because of their selfless work so highly raised 

the glory of our country, has paved the way into humanity 

The universe! 

In the morning when we were out fishing on the bank 
our cool Gzhati brought newspapers. I 
read comrades Presidium of the Supreme 



Soviet and the editorial "Truth" 

dedicated to the great feat of the Soviet people, 

created a satellite-spacecraft "Vostok" and sent 

into space. Then ensued intimate 

talk about the creators of Space Technology, about the 

care and attention, which routinely takes 

The Central Committee of our Party and the Soviet 

government and personally Nikita Khrushchev 

to Soviet cosmonauts and builders of our 

powerful spacecraft. Again and again 



INTERNATIONAL MEETINGS 



received an adequate assessment of our nation. 

- Step is the hardest - a friendly pat 
Herman's shoulder, comrades joked, referring to the 
that after the accomplishment of a new manned 
into space, he will probably be awarded another 
awards. The life showed: friends cosmonauts 
mistaken. Performing brilliantly on a space flight 
"Vostok-2", German Titov became a Hero 
The Soviet Union, was awarded a second 
Lenin. 

I have already said that in April, before Pervomaiskii 
holiday, I happened to be in Czechoslovakia, 
and then, in May - in the People's Republic of Bulgaria. In 
end of June, the society "Finland - Soviet Union" 
invited me to his annual summer holiday, 
which took place in the north of Finland, in 
Kemi. 

In Helsinki, the capital of Suomi - country, thousands of 



lakes, we were on the train. Literature and stories 

mates I imagined Finnish people 

somewhat gloomy, severe, very severe as 

Finnish nature. But the first meeting with 

Finnish workers who welcomed our 

train all the way to the border with the USSR to the Helsinki 

forced me to change all that. The meetings were 

friendly, cordial. Needless to say, Finns 

very talkative, but many say they 

warm smile, firm, manly handshake! 

Many gave unpretentious, but made from all 
soul gifts. 

One such gift presented to the workers 
Kouvala station, carefully stored in my home. It 
pair "tossut" old Finnish shoe, woven 
of birch bark. In such shoes in ancient Finnish people 
on the difficult road to walk long distances. 

- When a flight to the moon - jokingly said to me 
worker - take them with you. 

- Thank you -1 said, thanks to the Finnish 
companion for a symbolic gift, and also 
joked on the Soviet missile-magic carpet, but 

even in the Finnish "tossut," not only to the moon, but also to 
other planets can be reached ... 

We spent five days in Finland, visited 

not only in the capital, Helsinki, but in Hameenlinna 



- The birthplace of the state 

leader of the Finnish people and Juho Kusti Paasikivi 
the world-famous composer Jean Sibelius; 

Tampere - the Finnish city of Mechanical Engineering, 

textile and shoemaking, where there was Lenin, 

laid the foundations of a strong friendship between the Soviet 

and the Finnish people, and where the museum open 

meetings in the building known Tammerfors 

Bolshevik conference, attended for over 

100,000 people, in Lapland Oulu 

and Kemi, in a major Baltic port of Turku and 

other cities. We made our trip to 

automobiles, airplanes and trains. We had a chance to 

meet with the President of the Republic of Finland 

Urho Kekkonen, many state and 

community leaders, workers, peasants, 

sailors, soldiers, writers and journalists. 




Meeting of Yuri Gagarin in Helsinki (Finland). 

A great impression on all of us, members 

this trip, made the traditional annual 

held in the Finnish summer holiday 

Soviet-Finnish friendship. This time he was 

organized in Kemi - large industrial 

center of northern Finland. In the seaside 

park, developed on the banks of the Gulf of Bothnia, 

thousands of people gathered. They came here 

trains, buses and cars, arrived at 

aircraft. The crowd could see colorful 

Lapland reindeer figure dressed in bright 


national costumes. Come here and youth 
of international tourist camp where 
were Swedish, Norwegian and Soviet 
students. 

At the celebration of friendship in Kemi governor 
JlannaHflCKOMrybepHMuMapTTnMneTTyHeH, 

Chairman of the Society, "Finland - Soviet 
Union "SK Kilpi and other speakers expressed 
many kind words addressed to me as well as to the 
Soviet scientists, engineers and workers who created 
"Vostok", ensured his 

flying in orbit around the Earth. He played, of course, 

I do. Told about the flight, "the East", about which 

huge capacity - 20 000 000 hp 

forces - has six rocket engines 

carrier who brought it into orbit, about meetings with 

The main designer and theoretician of Astronautics, 

the comrades of the astronaut. Storm of applause 

stood in the park, when I reported that 

Nikita Khrushchev, who was well aware of 

on his arrival in Finland, millions of our 

Finnish friends, for the development of Soviet space 

awarded the Order of Lenin and the third gold 

Medal "Hammer and Sickle". 

The morning after the festival of friendship 
We flew the plane in Helsinki and here 



before departure to Turku held a press conference 

with Finnish and accredited to Finland 

foreign journalists. Frankly, I 

the shower was a little worried - after all, and in fact 

it was my first official performance 

to representatives of the press in the capitalist 

country. Not stushuyus I for some 

especially the "island" issue, which, as 

warned comrades of society "Finland - 

Soviet Union "quite different from the Finnish greedy 

correspondents. 

A press conference was held in the spacious 
lobby on the ninth floor of one of the best hotels 
Helsinki - "Vaakuna", which is situated 
our delegation. I was seated at a low 
table. Brought coffee in small cups. 

All present, fifty - sixty 

smoked cigarettes, and "attack" began. 

It was headed by an American reporter 
The Associated Press. 

- Mr. Gagarin - she asked in broken 

Russian, - tell me, what brands of wine and brandy 

do you prefer? 

This question seems to have been set with a view 
that from the very first minute to lead a conversation with the ch 
bed - the achievements of Soviet science and technology, 



to exchange it for little things on my own 
life. Responding to an American, I will do my 
tactfully explain that we, Soviet cosmonauts 
occupy such an important matter, which afford 
excessive enthusiasm alcohol just can not, and that 
for detailed study of wine brands, as it can 
be, does anyone present, simply 
simply do not have time. Response caused 
laughter. 

Odnakokoe-ktoizdruzeyamerikanskoy 
journalist still trying to "fight" to the end. 

These correspondents, pretending malosveduschimi 

in space, trying to force me to 

such responses to questions about the device 

Soviet spacecraft and launch vehicles 

which slipped to information, from time 

until the time is not subject to disclosure. One 

journalist - a representative of the newspaper 

rather reactionary wing - even started 

something like discussing the pros and cons 

U.S. and Soviet missiles. 

- When the Soviet Union - had to tell him - 
their missiles can output to space ships 
weighing six tons, while U.S. missiles 
so far raised only half - two tons 
shipping, it is clear: the Soviet missiles have 



much more powerful. 

I must say that in those days many Finnish 
newspapers carried extensive reports 
forthcoming in the U.S. space flight. At the same time, 
citing "authoritative" West- 
sources, some newspapers published a 
"Interception" with Soviet cosmodrome, from 
which allegedly was clear that a new space flight 
about to take place in the USSR. Naturally, the question of 
This was asked to me. 

- Well, -1 said - it is possible that the jump in 
space, similar to a recent jump of U.S. 

Astronaut Alan Shepard, will be re-committed to 

USA. But we, the Soviet cosmonauts, deeply convinced that 

next manned space flight, prepared 

in our country, will be much more serious and will bring 

certainly more scientific use ... 

I'll tell you that in the first days 
August, posting messages on the flight Herman 
Titov, commenting on the reports, many Finnish 
journalists remembered my words and brought them 
In his articles and correspondence on 
flight "Vostok-2". 

Never forget those exciting watch that 
had experienced in Finland when the room 
Soviet Embassy in Helsinki came 



delegation of industrial workers 

city. Many came here straight from the 

plants and shipyards, awarded 

gifts. Junior amateur 

concert team to the plant directly into the 

the hall where the meeting took place, performed 

song, composed in honor of the builders of space 

ships. There were so many gifts that they 

from the adjoining rooms had to bring tables. 

Back home, I gave these gifts to 

Central Museum of the Soviet Army, and our other 

museums. 

To the heart moved me attention 

Finnish communists. On behalf of the Central 

Committee of the Communist Party of Finland Vice 

Party Chairman J. Murtha stuck to my 

Gold badge military tunic party. We firmly 

hugged and kissed each other with a companion Murthy. 

Sincerely thanking him, I said that I attribute this 

expensive token Finnish communists before 

of the Communist Party of the Soviet Union, 

which I, a common man, is obliged to all that accomplished, 

and that because of her holy things do not spare neither strengt 

life itself. 

Shortly before I had a chance from Finland 
see the famous Finnish writer Marti 



Larni whose sharp satirical pen boldly lashed 
ulcers and vices of capitalist society. 

- You Gagarin - told me with Martti Larni 

his characteristic humor, - to see firsthand what 

The earth is round like a ball, which I always somewhat 

doubt, as admitted that politicians could 

turn it into a pancake. You saw that the earth 

beautiful, what I had doubts, too, 

because some people want to destroy our 

planet... 

Departing from Helsinki home, I was filled with 
impressions of a beautiful, though harsh, nature 
Finland, with its pine forests, surface of the lake, 
rocky land, which beautifully cultivated 

Tpyfl0nK)6MBblMC})MHCKMMHap0fl.H0CaMblMM 

Best experience were numerous 

BCTpeHnc>KHTenHMnropoflOBnce.neHni/i, 

meeting, friendly, full of lively 

interest of Finnish workers in the Soviet Union, 

their sincere desire to strengthen neighborly 

relations with the Soviet people, to fight for the 

world. 

Such feelings with their comrades 
I experienced on trips and visits to other 
countries. July was completely filled with such 
trips. Soon as they return from Finland 



and visit the traditional holiday of the Day 

Of the Air Force, we have a scheduled "Tu-104" flew 

to England. Londoners gave us a welcome 

meeting as at the airport, and across the 

over dvadtsatikilometrovaya way to building 

Soviet embassy at the center 

city, near Hyde Park. 

Five days spent in England, I confess, 
significantly changed my preconceived notions about the 
The British people, drawn mainly from the 
fiction. Where are described 
it stiffness and severity of people? And in London, 
and in Manchester, where we flew turboprop 
"Vaynkaunte" everywhere: on a formal receptions 
Bukingemskom Palace with Queen Elizabeth II 
or in the Admiralty building at the Prime Minister 
Harold Macmillan, whether on the factory yard 
largest engineering company 
company "Metro-Vickers' or in the halls of" Earl's 
Courta huge multi-storey premises where 
opened Soviet Industrial Exhibition; 
at press conferences, in a fortress-museum Tower 
the Royal Society (British Academy 
Science) - in short, where we only appeared, 
surround us everywhere gay friendly faces. 

Smart, friendly people located 



lively interest questioned me and my 

satellites on the achievements of Soviet science and technology 

about life in the Soviet Union. And it was, of course, 

pleased to tell such a large and 

attentive audience about the success of our people in 

master of the universe, about the creative 

creative work, which is busy all the Soviet 

people. 

Every day London postman delivers 
the Soviet embassy voluminous stack of letters and 
telegrams sent from many parts of England. 

The authors of these letters and telegrams - workers, teachers, 
farmers, students, housewives, employees 

- Warmly congratulated me on coming to them 
country, expressed the hope that this visit will 
strengthen the friendship between the British and the Soviet 
people. Very excited me an email at 

envelope that was not the sender's address, and 
signed a very concise, expressive 

- "Work." The letter said: "As one 

of British workers, I want to congratulate you, Mr. 

Gagarin, a magnificent achievement, and even more 
congratulations to all of your country. Good luck to all 
Soviet people. They have shown the world what 
able to the masses, when they get 
education." 




London. At the grave of Karl Marx in Highgate 
Cemetery. 

Wonderful meeting took us with English 

Working in Manchester - the largest ancient 

industrial heartland of England. It began in 

Manchester's executive committee of the trade union founders, 

where workers gave me a gold medal 

chiseled on her remarkable words: 

"Together we otolith better world." Taking this 

trophy, sincerely thanks for it 

British classmates, I said, 

despite new career astronaut in 

soul still consider myself a work that is 


so I'm so near and dear to the attention shown 
MANCHESTER casters. 

Then we went to the Machine 
plant. It just started a lunch break. 

The workers met us at the gate of the plant, had 

in forming shop. Then the factory yard 

held a rally. It is difficult to convey 

words the excitement with which I spoke at the 

the rally, standing on a truck with folded out 

sides. Everywhere only reach the eye, stood 

men in overalls, only just in any kind of 

Half an hour coming out of shops to see and 

listen to the astronaut, who arrived from the Soviet 

Union. 

Views and meeting with the young, and 
older workers and women, I have seen in 
their eyes the genuine friendliness of the most 
cordial hospitality. Something in my heart trembled, and 
I wanted a simple way, in working, hug 
everyone who came to the meeting to share with him 
sturdy proletarian hands. 

Time the rally was released a little bit: 
administration of the plant allowed the union 
organization to meet with Soviet cosmonaut 
only use a break, so 
All were short, but very bright, 



coming from the heart words. Given the floor and 
to me. I handed the Manchester machine builders 
warm greetings from his fellow astronauts, 
gave an outline of what he had seen in space in 
flight time on the ship "Vostok", said his 
built by Soviet scientists, engineers and workers, 
whose work is primarily aimed at strengthening 
world. 

-1 am infinitely happy, - ending 
speech, I said - shake here in Manchester 
Thousands calloused hands, which, as in 
all countries are creating beautiful on earth. 

3TncnoBa6bmnBCTpeHeHbi6ypHbiMM 

applause. There was a factory whistle - 

lunch break is over. However, workers are not 

went to the shop as long as with Soviet 

guests again and again wishing us every success in 

development of space, in the struggle for peace. Many 

These minutes are essentially custom in England, 

tried to touch my shoulder with his hand, 

that, as stated popular belief, pass 

All their best feelings and take my answer. 

So far through the dense crowd we made our way to 
machines could be heard everywhere cheers, 
and spoken in English and in Russian: 

- Greetings to the Soviet people! 



- USSR - hurray! 

- Thanks to Nikita Khrushchev! 

Most of the day we spent in the labor 
Manchester, which, like the whole of England is widely 
opened its arms to the Soviet people, who had come 

a visit to the British people with a pure heart and 
intentioned. 

In London, as well as a few days ago in Helsinki 
I was invited to the press conference. Only 
participants it was a lot more - about two 
thousands of journalists, representing the British 
press, radio and television companies. Here, in 
showroom "Earl's Court", gathered and 
correspondents from many European countries, the U.S., 
Latin America, from the African and Asian 
continents, from Australia. 

As soon as I took a seat at the table with 

microphones mounted on a small 

hill, I was literally attacked a detachment 

photographers. Continuously flashed 

Blitz lights, as machine guns, hand chatter 

movie cameras. All sides were heard the guttural 

shouts 

"Yuri! Yurieveryone wanted to have a picture in 
which I was depicted with his face turned 
only to the readers of his newspaper or magazine. Desire 



understandable. But no matter how I turned out 

side to side, hardly able to do all 

desired pictures. Finally, after about fifteen minutes, 

Shooting over, you can begin 

to answer the questions. The hall immediately rises 

many hands. Soviet Ambassador to the United Kingdom A. 

Soldatov, a leading press conference confused: 

who give the first word? At random he 

shows his hand to the center of the hall. There right away 

operator directs a microphone. 

Question asks correspondent British "Times". 

After him - a representative of the British 
TV companies. 

- Mr. Gagarin - asks reporter 
radioagentstva famous BBC BBC - that you 
found it more difficult - in space flight around 
Land or travel to foreign countries? 

Well, that could answer this question? 




heroism, all work -1 said. - Moreover, 

our celebrities - Heroes of the Soviet Union and Heroes 

Socialist Labor, and dozens of them in the country 

thousand, try to work as best as possible, personal 

example carried away on labor exploits of others. In 

this regard, we take a sample of the greatest 

diligence Soviet Premier Nikita 

Khrushchev. He was awarded three gold 

Medal "Hammer and Sickle", that is, three times awarded 

the title of Hero of Socialist Labor. 

Nikita Sergeyevich is not enough years. But his energy, 
his tireless and passionate activities to 
the approval of the world, the envy of any 
a young man ... 

After the press conference, I several times 



had conversations with British journalists 

act on British television. Although this 

it was pretty boring, I tried to answer 

all questions of foreign correspondents. And it must be 

give credit to most of them - they are much 

wrote about it in their newspapers. Hence, the content of 

these talks came to a broad readership 

and in the London and other cities. A 

this was mainly because the English people recognize all 

More and more of the truth about the Soviet Union, life 

and perceptions of the Soviet people. 

The night before leaving for home, we 
visited Highgate Cemetery and laid a wreath 
to the monument at the grave of Karl Marx. 

I'll never forget those moments when, in military 
saluting the monument of the greatest thinkers, 
founder of scientific communism, I silently 
peered into hewn from granite, endearing 
the hearts of millions of people manly look. 

Around the cemetery were thousands of inhabitants 
Highgate working area of the British capital, 

And it seemed to me that their hearts are at this point 
beating in the same rhythm with my heart Soviet 
person, member of the Leninist Communist Party, 
who came here, the first in the communist 
the world to share my modest contribution 



in the dream of mankind's development 
space. 

I recalled the prophetic words of Karl Marx 
the revolutionaries storming sky. Now in 
its unstoppable march along the road 
creation of a communist society Soviet 
people, led by the Communist Party, 
began to storm the cosmos. And they do it in 
interest of science, human welfare, for the world. 

What could be better than knowing that and 
you take part in this great accomplishment of 
people! 

The next morning saw us Londoners warm to 
Homeland. Back in Moscow, as we shall soon 
flew to Poland, that together with the Polish 
workers to participate in national 
celebrations devoted to the seventeenth anniversary 
the proclamation of the People's Power. 

Beauty in Warsaw, revived after the war 
from the ruins and debris, we met a traditional 
"Sto Liat" pelted with flowers. Straight from the airport 
We drove to the building of the Central Committee of the Polish 
United 

Workers' Party, which hosted the intimate conversations 
the first secretary of the Polish United Workers' W. Gomulka, 
Chairman of the State Council of the NDP A. 

Zawadzki, the chairman of the Council of Ministers of Poland 



Yu Cyrankiewicz and other leaders 
Polish state. It was nice to hear from 
Polish comrades praised achievements 
Soviet science and technology. 

- Your spaceship "Vostok", - said 
W. Gomulka - remarkable constructions 
socialist era. Here's what can make the mind 
human, mind people building communism! 

Polish leading figures, telling about 
the people of their country selflessly works, building 
Socialism was advised to get to know 
a new socialist Warsaw. We have long 
went to her wide bright streets, 
visited the Soviet builders erected 

a gift to the people of Poland Palace of Culture and Science, 

in Stare Miasto, in Muranovo where built 

quarters of new, modern type of housing, the 

Stadium in Prague, admire the beautiful bridges 

thrown over a broad and affluent 

Vistula. And everywhere, Wherever our cars, 

We warmly welcome the crowd excited, 
joyful of Warsaw. 

Night at the Belvedere Palace chairman 
Council of State of the Polish People 
Republic A. Zawadzki gave me an honorary 
award - Grunwald Cross first 



degree. After the ceremony and 
dinners with workers' representatives 
Warsaw by train we went to the largest 
industrial area of the country - Silesia. 

The next morning found us in Katowice - center 
Silesian basin. Station square 

filled the human sea. We were surrounded by miners in 

formal attire and beautiful uniform hats 

with plumes of all colors of the rainbow. Me by the arm 

picked up girls in national costumes 

embroidered with gold and silver. We were immediately 

in the atmosphere of a big happy holiday 

on the Day of National Revival 

Poland. On the facades of houses waving Polish 

and Soviet flags were seen everywhere portraits B. 

Lenin, Khrushchev, W. Gomulka. Large 

banners in Polish and Russian 

proclaimed toasts in honor of Khrushchev - 

a tireless fighter for peace among nations. Through 

the whole area has been stretched a banner with the words 

"Socialism - the world - work." 

Upbeat, festive mood was 
all residents of Silesian industrial 
district. He did, in fact, is 
him almost one continuous city. I have 
never seen such a huge concentration 



factories, mines, blast furnaces, as here. Almost 

stokilometrovaya trail and rode our 

machine through Katowice, Chorzow, Swiptochtowice, 

Ore Silesia, Zabrze and Bytom, was filled 

people. Almost every large company 

motorcade stopped, there were volatile 

rallies. Miners and metallurgists presented with flowers 

and gifts, firmly shook hands with us. 

And we were given in response to Polish friends icons 
with the image of Lenin, the Kremlin, the Soviet 
satellites. 



Meeting of Yuri Gagarin the first secretary 
PUWP W. Gomulka and Chairman 
State Council of Poland A. Zawadzki. 

Polish journalists who accompanied our 
group, said that on that day more than a million 
Silesia residents took to the streets of their cities 
and industrial communities, to see the Soviet 
astronaut. Times of clouds and sky clouds 
rain. But people do not go away, and I, 
of course, are not hiding. We rode in the open 



car with a member of the Political Bureau of the Central Commil 
the PZPR 

E. Terek, Deputy Chairman of the Board 
Ministers of Poland P. Yaroshevich and ambassador to 
Poland AB Aristov. And what of the fact that our 
wet suits, because the important thing was to 
to see the greatest possible number of Polish 
friends, shake as many horny, 

Hand labor miners blast-furnace operators and workers 
other specialties who selflessly 
build a new life. 

Night in Katowice came the news, 
that American astronaut Virgil Grissom, 
repeating leap into space of its predecessor 
Alan Shepard, with a decrease in water capsules 
Atlantic due to this it 

Fault nearly drowned. The capsule went to the bottom 
Ocean. Polish journalists found out about it, immediately 
also asked me to comment on the incident 
with Grissom. 

- Well, -1 said - that this brave man, 

The used, apparently, all that could give him 

American technology, survived. Tragic 

the end of the flight would be very unpleasant, not only 

for those who have a direct bearing on the 

space exploration, but also for all 

friends of the American people. 



The next morning we had to fly to the Green 

Guru - one of the provincial centers reunited 

Western lands, where the rally was going obschepolsky 

youth. The road from Katowice to Czestochowa 

airfield was on those areas where the Great 

World War II fought the enemy some 

of my companions. They recognize familiar places 

told me that out of the grove Nazis 

tried to counter-attack our troops, this 

crossroads was captured Hitler 

general, and then on a level field, sown with wheat, 

was equipped with a field airstrip 

Fighter Regiment. Comrades told 

avalanche was as irresistible advance of our 

troops and units of the First and Second Polish armies, 

conducted in January 1945 in the famous Vistula- 

Oder operation, in which from the Nazis 

was liberated Warsaw and dropped behind enemy 

Oder. 

In the fields of Poland in the battle for the liberation of 
Polish people have died a hero's death many 
Soviet soldiers. The working people of the republic sacred 
the memory of them. Driving through towns and villages 
country, I have seen a lot of graves of Soviet soldiers 
monuments established in their honor. They are everywhere 
were decorated with Polish and Soviet flags, 



a large bouquet of flowers. These courtesies 
and gratitude to their liberators from 
Polish people touched our hearts, and I said 
This accompanies us Polish comrades. 

After landing on the way to the Green Guru on 

one of the airports, we immediately fell into the arms of 

Polish pilots. Officer Ian Malitsky, 

welcoming us, said pilots unanimously 

decided to elect me an honorary pilot their 

Aviation Regiment, and was presented by 

I appropriate instrument. With thanks 

accepting it, I wished the Polish pilots new 

success in mastering the skill of the flight, expressed 

confidence that the time will come when in their environment, at 

as 

among Soviet airmen, pilots will be their 
astronauts, which may happen with 
to be in the universe. 

Youth festival in Zielona Gora, which 

gathered tens of thousands of Polish 

boys and girls, as well as guests of the twenty 

the two countries, including the Soviet Union, Czechoslovakia, 

Bulgaria, the German Democratic Republic, 

Finland, England, Austria, and a number of African 

States, an artillery salute, 

toasts in honor of Soviet science and technology. 

In the sky, at which time and again floated 



rain clouds, first soared hundreds of pigeons 

and then fireworks rocket. On this holiday 

I suddenly met a fellow 

Orenburg Aviation School former 

instructor pilot I. Kryuchkov. Now he 

serves in the aviation part of the Northern Group 

Soviet troops stationed in Poland in 

Warsaw Pact. Upon learning of my arrival, he 

rushed to the Green Guru. We embraced, remembered 

our mutual friends - Orenburg fellow soldiers. 

I told Kryuchkov about his recent trip 
to Orenburg and visiting his native school. It was 
nice to meet foreign country with a person 
who knew you in the days of old young. 

In the evening we returned to Warsaw and night right 
from a government reception in honor of the holiday 
the rebirth of Poland, cardio-bye 
W. Gomulka and his comrades, A. Zawadzki, Y. 
Cyrankiewicz, Defense Minister General M. 

Spychalski and other leaders of 
Polish People's Republic, flew to Moscow. 

It was sad to leave the hospitable Warsaw 
warmly welcomed us with Polish friends. 

But time is very "running out" for a few 
hours after returning home we had 
to go to a new long journey - to the west 



hemisphere, Cuba. 

Exactly two weeks continued the trip. 

The crew of our "IL-18" under the command 
outstanding pilot and a beautiful soul man 
Ivan Hruby masterfully conducted airliner 
route length of nearly 40,000 
kilometers, which is about the same as 
flying ship "Vostok" in orbit around the Earth. 

Some of the comrades who accompanied me to the 
this trip, call our tour of the world's orbit 
and friendship. And it's true: a visit to the heroic 
Cuba, Brazil, and Canada was exclusively 
friendly nature, took place in an atmosphere of 
cordiality. 

Many thousands of kilometers away revolutionary 
Cuba from the Soviet Union, but it is close to the heart 
every Soviet citizen. That is why we 
flew there in a very upbeat, joyful 
mood. Each of us read a lot about Cuba, 
bold and courageous struggle of freedom-loving 
Cuban people for the independence of their homeland. 
The whole way there many hours over the Atlantic 
ocean we spent talking about the history of 
Cuba, its present and future. On board 
our airliner was just 

published by the publishing house "Truth" book of essays 



Soviet journalists, having been a guest 
the Cuban people. This book went straight to 
hands, we all read it and somehow more 
internally prepared for encounters await us 
with Cuban friends. 

So quietly approached the last hours of the flight. 

- We go to traverse Florida - said Ivan 
Rough, leaving a minute from the cockpit. 

Cape Canaveral Florida ... about... there 
those in the squares of the ocean over which we 
flew, fell capsule rockets "Redstone" 

Alan Shepard, and was almost drowned 
Grissom. Involuntarily I glanced out the window 
gleaming on a rare wave clouds 
Atlantic. There, leaving the stern is well marked 
from an altitude of 10,000 kilometers of track, heading 
Florida was a large warship. 

Together we have identified - the aircraft carrier. Not waiting 
whether it is falling even some missiles? 

By the way, for some reason they are not always accurate 

in its movement. They showed us the same in Cuba 

one such rocket launched from Cape Canaveral 

and fallen on the Cuban field. Fortunately, it does not 

inflicted injuries, all loss - one smitten 

her cow. On this occasion, many Cubans laid 

funny, but very sarcastic jokes at 



American rocketry. 

Blue expanse of the Atlantic changed greenish 
waters bordering the Caribbean Sea with her. And 
already under the wings of "IL-18" appeared reddish 
land of Cuba, with its palm groves and plantations 
sugar cane. Most dress up! Knowing that 
Cuba is always hot, comrades, equips us to 
flight, flying, and provided me with me 
General NP Kamanina special form - 
open white shirt, white jacket and pants 
white shoes. This form and the military has relied 
cap with white covers Friendship crew 
critically eyeing us recognize that we look 
very impressive. 

- With great force - applying my favorite 
expression identified someone. 

But all these preparations were in vain. 
Pereoblachayas in his white suit, we do not 
noticed a huge thunder cloud, rising to 
Havana. Hardly our "IL-18" landed in Havana 
aerodrome and, through the honorary proruliv 
Guard golubobluzyh "milisianos" standing 
along the runway and stopped on the 
designated a place near the airport building, 
as the sound of thunder, the lightning flashed, erupted 
tropical downpour. Such a shower, I confess, I 



never seen before. 

What to do? Step into the shower this - so in 
a moment to get wet to the skin. But we see 
We were met the Prime Minister of the Republic of Cuba 
legendary Fidel Castro, President Osvaldo 
Dorticos, Raul Castro, Ernesto Guevara and other 
leaders of the Cuban people, the Soviet ambassador to 
Cuba SM Kudryavtsev, the entire diplomatic corps, 
crowd of thousands of Havana residents, despite 
on the raging storm, quietly standing under streams 
tropical storms and are waiting for our emergence from 
aircraft. 

- Come on - strongly touched my shoulder 
Nikolai Kamanin and we stepped onto the ladder. 

The airfield was flooded with water. Water gushing us 
parties. 

So began our unusually hot, indeed 
cordial meeting with Cuban friends. 

And here was unusual: rave 

cheers of hundreds of thousands of Cubans, closely surroundec 

many kilometers the road from the airport to the center 

Havana, revolutionary enthusiasm burning eyes 

"Milisianos" - workers and peasants, dressed in 

blue shirts and blue berets, with fashionably 

throw up on the shoulders of rifles and machine guns; 

bearded faces veteran Cuban Revolution 



wearing protective tunic open 

collars and wide belts with holsters 

big guns, demonstrations and sports 

celebrations, which were attended by hundreds of thousands 

people - residents and farmers gathered in 

Havana whole families in trucks covered 

palm leaves, long hours, full of fire 

speech is charming and beloved people, 

available to each of Fidel Castro; city driving 

on cars with sirens maneuvers in the flow 

urban transport at a rate one hundred miles per hour; 

resounding "Pachanga" - the national dance, which 

dance all - from the Prime Minister to the boys - 

Seller newspapers. And most importantly - the extraordinary 

love for the Soviet Union, those wide-open 

we Soviet people, the heart of Cuban Workers, 

who listened to every word, every story about 

the life of our country, about the successes of Soviet labor 

people building communism. 

We arrived in Cuba on the eve of the big 
National Day - the anniversary of the Day on July 26. 

Eight years ago today, Fidel Castro and his 
colleagues made a bold attack on the barracks 
Moncada in Santiago de Cuba - one of the mainstays 
American satrap of the bloody regime of Batista. 

There was raised the banner of a popular uprising, 



under which the Cuban people a few 

years, won a historic victory. On the morning 

this holiday, I, along with accompanying 

my comrades laid a wreath at the monument 

Cuban national hero Jose Marti poet and 

Then go to a military hospital, where he met 

with participants in the April battles against the invaders 

near Playa Giron. 

Courageous defenders of the Cuban achievements 



I said that 



achievements of the Soviet people in the struggle for peace, 
recognition 

that all 220 million Soviet people 

are sincere and devoted friends 

Workers of the Republic of Cuba. Completed his 

with the words of a telegram of greetings 

Khrushchev and Brezhnev: 

"The Cuban people in their struggle for freedom 
and the independence of their country can always 
count on fraternal assistance and support 
the Soviet people." 





Minister Dr. Castro, Yuri Gagarin and President 
O. Dorticos. 

To talk about all the meetings with the Cubans, 
convey all the warmth and affection that 
surrounded us, the Soviet people during this 
travel, you should write a book. A week later, 
returning from Brazil to Canada, we are a few 
hours once stayed in Havana. At night, 
saying goodbye to us, Fidel Castro gave me 
form of revolutionary Cuban army soldier. 

I in turn gave it to him on his memory 
aviation cap. Immediately putting it on her 
large, covered in thick, curly little 
black hair, head, Fidel Castro arrived 
in it at the airport. So I remembered it - 
in protective tunic, with a pistol at his side, 
in the blue and white logo with the winged cap, 
courageous, fierce man with a framed 
beard, open face and burning eyes 
revolutionary. 

- Muchcha Gracias, Fidel! Thank you! - 
I shouted goodbye on behalf of all my 
mates. 

- Nikita Khrushchev Salud! - He said again, 
raising both hands in greeting. 

And mourners joined in: 



- Khrushchev Salud! 

On the way from Cuba to Brazil, as well as 
and reverse-flight aircraft refueling 
fuel and crew rest we did stop 
belonging to the Dutch island of Curacao, 
located within a hundred miles from the South American 
continent, spent the night in a local hotel on the shore 
Ocean. The architecture of the hotel is sustained in 
marine style - windows like portholes 
large ocean ship, one of the walls 
designed as a bow of the ship, and the numbers in 
The hotel is called accommodation. 

Here in Curacao, where about 110-120 
Thousand, published five papers designed 
on the population of the whole group of the Lesser Antilles 
islands. And local reporters, of course, 
did not fail to take advantage of this happy 
opportunity for them to, as the landing of the Soviet 
"IL-18" with an astronaut on board, in order to 
organize a flying press conference. It 
took place right in the room allotted to me, then 
I mean at the cabin. This press conference, as 
however, in other countries, in my opinion, 
went well. Anyway, I tried to 
as much as possible to answer all questions 
that interested journalists. But after a conversation with 



they played out a rather humorous scene, 
of which, perhaps, is to tell. 

In the evening we all went to dinner in the crew 
restaurant. I was in plain clothes. From time 
time to our table, people approach to 
autograph, tell me the welcome address. 

Curacao - a crossroads of sea and air routes, 
and at all times noisy - lots of waiting or 
airliner, or the arrival of some 
merchant vessel. 

By the end of dinner, we were approached by a very stout - 
weight, as he told us at 132 pounds - 
a man in a rumpled suit pretty. 

- My name is Zimmerman. United Agency 
Press - he introduced himself in broken Russian. 

Taking for me one of the members of our crew, 
it became tiresome to ask him for an interview. 

- Our agency - said Zimmerman - the 
knowledgeable in the world. Your interview with me 
tomorrow will publish hundreds of U.S. newspapers. 

We are all obvious deceit watched as 

Our comrade off the attack Zimmerman. 

- Business is business - trying to convince 
correspondent. - Have you already made your business. Give 
the opportunity to do it to me. 

You had to see this as a loss 



"Journalist" when he realized that the conversation is complete!; 
not with Gagarin. 

- How is it - my friends said to him, - all 
Gagarin world familiar face, and you, the representative 
known as the agency, so obmishurilis? ... 

Zimmerman has long pursued our group, 

Still trying to get it right for business 

interview. He did this in the car, and 

waterfront, where we went to get some air 

before going to sleep, and in turn knocked on each of 

occupied our rooms. But the interview, of course, he 

not received. It was, perhaps, the only case 

I refused to speak with a representative 

foreign press. Painfully reeked of 

the subject that he called business, and 

of the lowest sort. 

In Cuba, all the time it was hot. Continuing flight 
further south, we thought it would be in Brazil 
even warmer. But there, the equator, in the southern 
hemisphere, the end of July and beginning of August is conside 
winter at times, and the temperature does not exceed the sumrr 
temperature of the middle latitudes of the country. In 
cloudy days it was even a little cool. 

But the meeting with Brazilian workers were 
very hot. Brazilian people and the new capital 
state - in a newly built anew Brasilia 



and in Rio de Janeiro and Sao Paulo to meet us 
great warmth and cordiality. 

In Rio de Janeiro - one of the most beautiful 
cities in the world, with its famous waterfront - 
Kapakabana beach stretched for miles 
along the ocean and sky-scrapers, we 
Arrived late in the evening. Was remarkable 
It generously lit, glowing neon 

advertising lights of the city, which opened to us from the board 

"IL-18", approached the airfield at high 

height. After my return home Herman 

Titov said that he also admired the lights 

Rio de Janeiro, flying over it to "East-2." 

Of numerous meetings in this largest 
city in the country I particularly remember two: 
with Brazilian youth in the student club 
and with the workers - machine builders, chemists and 
electrician, who came to the club metallurgists. 

You should have seen bright eyes of young boys 
and girls who are surrounded on all sides by a group of 
Soviet people, to listen to their turbulent, full 
Fire performance to understand - here, for 
thousands of miles from his native Moscow, lives 
many true friends of the Soviet Union. The same 
warm, friendly atmosphere and there was 
Metallurgists at the club, where workers come families 



as a holiday. Rejecting the police service, 

which, by the way, is not always a 

tends to give the Soviet people to be around 

going to a lot of people, the workers themselves have taken 

themselves to maintain good order, and he was 

indeed exemplary. 

The first speaker of welcome 

words to the Soviet guests 

He was a young electrician Paulo Bastos, recently 

visited the Soviet Union and Czechoslovakia. He told 

audience impressions made of 

this trip, comparing the working class 

Brazil, with the happy life of the working people 

socialist camp, urged them to strengthen 

friendly relations. 




Brazil. The trade union of metallurgists in Rio de 
Janeiro. 

- Achievements of the Soviet people, - he said - the key 
the success of the cause of peace throughout the world. 

Storm of applause in honor of the Soviet Union rose 

in the hall of the club, when, speaking of the flight of the Soviet 

"Vostok" and its builders, I 

proudly declared that the Soviet Union title 

working as one of the most respected. 

- The Soviet people -1 said - feed 

most friendly feelings for the people of Brazil, 

admire his work ethic and everyday 

struggle for the strengthening of the independence of his 



State. Soviet people - peaceful people, 
he wants to live in peace and friendship with Brazil and 
hopes that this friendship will be strengthened to become 
indestructible in the common struggle for peace. 

In conclusion of our meeting with the Brazilian 
work was performed "Internationale." Sang his 
each in their own language - Brazilian friends on 
Portuguese, we Soviet people, in Russian. But 
Party anthem words were equally clear 
all - they called shoulder to shoulder to fight boldly go 
for a new, happy life for all peoples. 

After a day of our "IL-18" landed on 
airfield of Sao Paulo's population of 
more than four million inhabitants. This city 
rightly called the industrial heart 
country in its region has about 90 
percent of the industry in Brazil, the 
employing hundreds of thousands of workers. 

In the hour of our arrival a little rain, but then 
weather cleared up, and the city, illuminated soft 
August sun, stood before us in 
all its glory. It surprisingly well 
combined architecture of old buildings with new, 
newly built houses neboskrebnogo type. 

Wide, with a bridge thrown over them 
viaducts and avenues were filled with streams 



cars, lively crowds. All 

learned the Soviet guests and gave us a rough 
ovation. Many people were carrying homemade signs 
with written on them in Portuguese and in 
Russian word proletarian Soviet greeting 
Union, called for the strengthening of friendship between 
Brazilian and Soviet peoples. 

In Sao Paulo we spent only one day. But 
and during this time, setting aside a few holidays 
hours, I tried to meet as soon as possible with a large 
number of residents: to speak to the workers 
in a closed gym, enjoyed breakfast 
Journalists at the club, the menu of which, by the way 
say, consisted of special "space" 
dishes - salad "East" hot "Gagarin" and 
ice cream "Yuri", to visit the Governor 
the state and the mayor of the city; friendly chat with 
delegations of workers who came to the hotel. 

These meetings and discussions have shown how was 
famous Brazilian writer and public 
leader Lenin Prize "For strengthening 
peace among peoples "Jorge Amado, who told me 
in Rio de Janeiro 

- Surrounding you and your comrades, Senor Gagarin 
warmth and enthusiasm, the Brazilian people welcome 
At the same time, the Soviet Union and its people. 



At the end of the trip we spent in the country 
another day in its new capital - 
Brasilia, wonder unusual appearance 
Some government buildings erected 
abstraktsionistskom in spirit. I visited here 
National Congress and the Air Ministry. 

Then, at the presidential palace I was awarded the Order 
"For service in the field of aeronautics" - higher 
award, established in Brazil for officers 
aviation. 

At night, "IL-18" took off and went to the course 
to the north. The famous American industrialist 
financier and Lenin Prize "For 
peace between peoples, "Cyrus Eaton, with 
whom I have ever met in the capital 
Bulgaria - Sofia, invited to take part in 
Pugwash rally of the world, which 
was going to his home in Canada. It was necessary 
hurry there, and then return to the more 
Homeland. After all, we've been traveling for almost two 
weeks, and there, I felt it with all my heart, already 
Ready to fly in space Gherman Titov. 

In Havana aboard our airliner 
Soviet embassy official gave only 
that the resulting number is "Truth" with the published 
in its new draft program of the CPSU, which 



shall review and approve the XXII Congress 

Party. The whole crew, we eagerly read into 

line of this historic document, popular 

discussion of which has already begun in the Soviet 

Union. Getting acquainted with the main provisions of the draft 

Program, I was thinking about what a great happiness 

fell to the lot of our generation - to carry 

a bright, beautiful, noble dream of advanced 

people around the world - to build communism. 

Meetings with people of different social 
convictions that have occurred in recent years in a number of 
countries have shown a continued interest which 
humanity keeps track of the Soviet people 
his heroic work paves the way for 
most just and most progressive 
society on earth. Communism, which already 
started to build our great homeland, performs 
historical mission of getting rid of all the people of 
social inequality, from all forms of oppression, 
exploitation, from the horrors of war and to approve 
Earth Peace, Labor, Freedom, Equality, and the happiness of al 
people. 

The draft program of the Party, I am proud 
read and the place where it was said 

the importance of the development of Soviet space exploration. 
"Great opportunities to open new dimensions and 



the laws of nature, the study of the planets and the sun - 

described in the draft Program - created 

satellites and space rockets 

allowing the person to enter the space." Reading 

this, I thought of the chief designer, 

Theoretician of Astronautics and all of our builders 
spaceships of German Titov and other 
workmates and vividly imagined this 
time and they scrutinize wonderful 
party document of our time. Each 
of them, my associates on the great goal 
exploration of the universe, as I have, 
swarm probably bold new plans for space 
flight plans, which, I believe it with all my heart, 
are brilliantly performed by the Soviet people. 

I told my companions, and we 

flying to Canada, spoke at length about the majestic 

designs of our party set out in its draft 

the new program, the radiant beauty of the Leninist 

the way in which it leads to the heights of our people 

Communism. 

In Canada, at the airport we were met by Halifax 
Cyrus Eaton, his wife and daughter. And Ambassador 
USSR in Canada A. Harutyunyan we immediately 
is left in place Pugwash - home 
Cyrus Eaton. From Halifax to this small 



village, located on the ocean, about 

200 kilometers. The day was Saturday, and residents 

very neat small towns and farms 

villages we passed, with joy 

came out to meet him. Coniferous forests, birch 

groves, overgrown with reeds small banks 

streams, fields with sheaves of grain and stacks of compressed 

hay resembled ours, Russian landscape. I even 

for a moment it seemed that the machine 

do not go to Canada, then divided by white, the 

yellow centerline of the highway, and where- 

then in the suburbs or in the Smolensk region. And so, 

to be honest, I wanted to home! Wanted 

see Valya children, visited their elders 

meet with the brothers and sister... I'll be home 

I thought, and at once to them in their native Gzhatsk ... 

In the near Pugwash sheathed pine planks 
MKpaiueHHoroBBecenbiecBeTnbieTOHa 
Cyrus Eaton House, standing on the hill 
a spreading oak tree near the old, we have been 
were numerous representatives of the Canadian 
the public who have come from different 
provinces of Canada and the United States of America. 

Little House on the hill for a long time was in Canada 
figurative name "House of thinkers." Exactly 
in it a few years ago held the first 



Pugwash Conference of banned 

nuclear weapons and general and complete disarmament. 
It was here last year was Cyrus Eaton 
awarded the International Lenin Prize "For 
peace between peoples." 

Poslenebolshogolencha organized 
simply on the lawn, in which each 
became his plate in turn to 
cooks, distributes food, the meeting began. He 
held close to the "House of thinkers." His 
opened a large man in a beret and national 
Canadian costume consisting of wool blouses, 
short plaid skirt, knee-length woolen stockings 
and large rough-cut shoes that resemble 
Ski boots. Amateur brass band 
sang the Canadian national anthem, and then suddenly 
played the "Internationale." The rally was broadcast 
across the country on radio and television. With a 
hand to the peak of his cap, I thought it was quite 
would be nice if the Canadian radio listeners and 
TV viewers will listen to our party anthem: it 
We Communists are standing in the front ranks 
for the world, we are the vanguard of progressive 
humanity! 

At a rally in Pugwash, which lasted more than 
two hours, 15 people acted. I liked 



we Cyrus Eaton. He said: 

- Flight of the "Vostok" shows that 
USSR, there are many people who have huge 
capabilities in the fight for the scientific and technical 
progress ... 



The province of Nova Scotia (Canada). Yu 
Gagarin read out a message of Khrushchev 
protesters in Pugwash. 

3aieM6bmonpeflocTaBneHocnoBOMHe. 

Gratitude for the invitation to visit Canada 

- The largest country of the North American 

continent, to thunderous applause from all 

I read a message from the assembled heads of the Soviet 

Government Khrushchev all participants 

Pugwash meeting with best wishes 



northern neighbor of the USSR - the Canadian people - in 
labor and building peace. 

Tolkopozdnimvecherom, poslepress- 
conference with the Canadian and U.S. 
journalists, traveling about 200 miles, 
we got to the farm, Cyrus Eaton, 
not far from Halifax. Tight 
supper, and is conveniently located in a spacious, 
felled logs from the house, lay down to rest. 

I usually fall asleep instantly, but that night I 
I could not sleep, I kept thinking about German Titov. 
Apparently, he thought of me. For it is in these 
hours at the Baikonur Cosmodrome were already past 
preparation for the start of the "Vostok-2", and then he 
lifted into orbit a powerful rocket, launched its 
day flight around the Earth. 

And when the morning in the house and slammed the door 
animated voices were heard Cyrus Eaton, N. 

Kamanin and other friends on the trip, I 

quickly got out of bed, got dressed and went out to 

it quite certain that German Titov - in 

space. Yes, it was this: "Vostok-2" has already made 

second orbit around the planet! 

Needless to say, much as we had fun! 

She shared with us by our hospitable hosts 




To 


When 




airfield. 

with a gift Cyrus Eaton, his wife and 
daughter - a very nice girl, began to study 
Russian, and rushed to Halifax. The weather was 
bad. Fog covered the ground, on her low, 


almost touching the tops of the trees, hung 

rain clouds. But we believed in flying skills 

commander of our "IL-18". We all want a 

soon fly home to keep up with 

in the landing area of "Vostok-2" by the time 

when Herman graduated from the program and its flight 

return to his native Soviet soil. Cyrus Eaton 

and all around us are good Canadian friends 

understand our excited state and in every way 

Helps organizations departure "IL-18". 

So warm, friendly goodbye to them, 
we are already in the air. Ivan Hruba masterly shot 
cloud over our airliners shine 
sun. 

While flying over the Atlantic, all of us now and then 

peered into the clear sky high - it seemed 

Suddenly he sees the "Vostok-2", held somewhere 

on our "IL-18". And all the way to Iceland 

and then in the night sky over the North Sea and 

Scandinavia we spent In continuous conversation 

of flying German. Passed on the cards marked 

their way, lively discussions captured in the air 

Communications of the Moscow radio. They remembered that 

Sixteen years ago, on August 6, 1945 

Colonel U.S. Air Force 

Robert Lewis was dropped on the Japanese 



Hiroshima city's first nuclear bomb that killed 

and maimed hundreds of thousands of civilians, 

of radioactive contamination of blood is now in the 

Japanese people are dying. Grim date - August 6 

1945, the day the first atomic death - now in 

history crosses a new, bright 

Date - August 6, 1961, the day of triumph 

Soviet science, whose achievements in the development of 

space primarily focused on the well-being 

man at peace. 

When it became known that the German rested 
slept and continues to perform flight program, 

I decided to lie down. But this time, sleep 

disturbing. Although I firmly believe in the infallibility 

Our first class of Space Technology, believed in 

power and the possibility of other, still feeling 

worry all the time lived in the shower. After all, was close 

the landing of "Vostok-2" - the final and 

very difficult phase of flight. Curled up briefly, I 

jumped up and flying with me Journalists 

written addendum to the paper that has already been on board 

"IL-18" to the "truth." 

"An hour ago - described in this appendix - 
aboard our aircraft flying from Canada 
in Moscow, received another message that 
"Vostok-2" continues the brilliant flight of 



planet. Having done a tremendous job in orbit 
around the Earth, German Titov has rested in flight. 

His pulse is excellent. Vigorous state of health. All 
manual and automatic control of the ship 
faultless. 

I see by the clock - almost time for planting. I 
I know now Titov occur most 
responsible minute: landing in a given 
district. April 12 at the same times of the day, I also 
experience the excitement and understand all that 
liabilities incurred by German Titov and 
wholeheartedly share his feelings. I 
sure that this is a great guy with honor stand 
all tests and fully implement complex 
and difficult program of the second in the history of flight 
into space. German Titov - communist, he 
endure all that falls to his lot. Now 
both of us - it is in orbit, encircling the planet for 
great height, and I'm from the western hemisphere - we fly 
to the east, toward the sun. We will soon embrace each 
friend, my faithful winged companion!" 

Radio operator Alexei Boiko immediately handed 
this telegram to Moscow. Again the sun rose and 
joyous light of a new day was flooded waters of the Baltic, 
green fields of the fraternal socialist republics 
our homeland. "IL-18" is getting closer and closer 



to Moscow. 

We landed at the Vnukovo airport near 

at the same time when German Titov landed 

the very places where a little more than one hundred days 

returned from space and me. After a while we 

flew to him. 

I found German Titov in familiar to me 
beautiful two-story house, in which I 
rested after his return from space. 

Lean, flexible, strong and remarkably 
nimble, in spite of all the hardships of daily 
in orbit, breathed health, and only 
in beautiful expressive eyes he felt 
fatigue, which could not repay even a smile. 

At the sight of it I trembled heart. We embraced 
a brother and kissed, united by the fact that 
each of us has experienced in space. This male 
kiss was tender and tougher than all other kisses. 

I even thought, "What a sense of easy, so they 
stronger." 

From a purely professional interest leafed 
I logbook spacecraft lying 
on the table. Entries in it were made clear, 
legible handwriting on the pages meet 
fleeting images: five-pointed stars, and spirals. 

"Just like in the pages of Pushkin's manuscripts" - 



I thought, remembering the love of his friend to 
work of the great poet. I even thought that 
good idea to publish a record of observations, 
made in space. 

Without saying a word, we postponed the exchange of opinions 
the next day and walked around for about an hour on 
steep, overgrown with thick grass bank of the Volga, 

Listening to the whistles of steamers, 
peering into the blue lightning not damped, 

Rain not flare up. Whining mosquitoes, and, as 
before the rain, flying dragonfly. Came to the house 
many people. Cosmonaut willingly talked to them, 
posing for pictures, gave autographs. A soft smile 
happiness hovering around his lips. Came the pioneers, 
brought bouquets of wild flowers, tied Titov 
red tie. 

Imperceptibly come, and we were called to supper. 

At the table, which was a lot of fruit, 
gathered astronauts. Again, no one 
asked about the flight. All business talk 
moved to another day. 

Herman took a glass of tea, greedily inhaled the fragrance, 
admiring the golden color, with pleasure 
drank, said: 

- Water in space far less tasty. 

Three cosmonaut, twisting the fingers of both hands, 



noticed that in recent years there 

works devoted to the conquest of the Soviet 

people space. The space theme captured 

artists, invaded cinema, painting, 

literature. Especially a lot of writing poetry. Compose 

and budding talented young people, write and 

recognized poets. 

I said that Kiev Leonid Vysheslavsky poet, 
whose poem "The Liberator" mentioned 
in my notes, published in "Pravda" 
sent me the manuscript of his new poetic 
collection of "Star sonnets." In the manuscript of forty 
eight sonnets. Six of them I particularly 
like, and I gave them to the "truth." 

The doctor came Andrey, recalled 
German Titov, it's time to sleep, but then appeared to him 
the correspondent of "Truth" with a request to write 
newspaper and handed autograph facsimile form. 

Someone filed a pen filled with black ink, and 
Herman wrote: 

"Readers of" Truth." 

I warmly welcome the readers of "Truth" and 
in their face all the Soviet people with a brilliant victory 
Soviet system, our science and technology. 

I am glad that the party and the government have done me 
confidence to extend and enhance what has been done 



our motherland in space exploration. 

Done a lot, but there is still 
more!" 

This is what we read on the second day, looking 
"Truth" and other newspapers. All of them were devoted to 
flight "Vostok-2". 

Came correspondents national newspapers 
Titov was asked to hold a press conference. It 
held on the second floor. 

Rested for the night Herman looked fresh and 
cheerfully. He walked quickly, moved the table with a vase of 
bouquet, then reached for her, and then took out a rose sniffed 
it, it broke off the petals, and the first time I noticed that 
his hands are small, dry, pleasant. 

When asked how he felt, he replied: 

- You can see it... rested and ready again 

get to work - and ran his hand through carefully 
shaven face. 

- Your first thought, the first feeling when 
you come back to Earth and saw their 
countrymen? - Asked the reporter 

"Red Star". 

- When I landed, I thought, gee, 

the work is completed, the work in which he took 
attended by many experts of the country. I felt 
joyous feeling of duty, was happy 



that assignment, and I once again made to 
Soviet soil. 

Someone asked how many times alternated 
day and night flying. 

- At every turn - Major Titov said. - So 
way - he said jokingly, - per night, I 

worked for seventeen days and seventeen nights. 
Enthusiastically astronaut spoke about space 
ship as one of the most perfect creations 
modern technology, narrowed his eyes and greenish 
smiling. 

- Navigate easily and pleasantly, - said 
it - it can be oriented in any position 

where to send, and where necessary, to land. 

In flight, I felt the owner - pilot 

ship. The ship was obedient to my will, my 

hands. 

Titov said standing, gesticulating. In such 
position it was easy to draw. 

With warmth and cordiality of the said Herman 
creators of the spacecraft: 

- It's not only great professionals, but also 
wonderful, sincere people. In spite of their employment 
they found the time to talk to me, answer 

all of my questions. 

He praised the scientific and 



production teams that participated in the 

creation of the ship and in the preparation for the flight. 

Titov was asked: 

- How do you sleep in space, and what had dreams? 

Under the present laughter astronaut 

replied that he always sleeps well and never again 
sees. 

- Dreams watch once - he joked - in a dream 
need a rest. In flight, I slept well. Bed 

truth, not fluffy, but you can sleep. 

Titov asked: Does it feel 

and experiences with those that have seen and experienced 
Gagarin? 

- All exactly the same, - he said. 

The conversation was so interesting that even I have already 
familiar with telling everyone listened with 
great attention. 

At the end of the press conference, journalists 
congratulated German Stepanovich Titov 
significant event in his life: Central 

Committee of the CPSU adopted him as a member of the Lenin 
party. 

In response, the German Stepanovich said: 

-1 am extremely grateful to the Central Committee 
our party for their trust. I pledge 

Central Committee of the CPSU and the Soviet government, wh 
will continue 

I will perform all the tasks well, as it should 
communist. 



The first press conference lasted Titova 

over an hour. Otschelkali cameras, extinguished 

ocnennTenbHbieBcnbii±iKM6nnueB.KocMOHaBT, 

saying goodbye to reporters out of the room. In 

corridor waiting for his doctors. Daily regime Herman 

Titov remained strictly subordinate 

requirements of science. 

In the evening I flew to Moscow and saw his friend 
The next day at the Vnukovo airport. Weather 
cleared in full. The sun was shining. Titov met 
all Bureau of the Central Committee of the CPSU in 
led by N. S.Hruschevym. 




Road to Space! Great happiness fell 
I turn on her broad expanse, first 
of flight, which had long dreamed of people. 

Best minds paved hard, 

thorny path to the stars. Flight April 12, 1961 

- The first step on this difficult path. But every 

year of the Soviet people - the pioneer of space exploration 

- It will penetrate deeper and deeper, 
nothing can stop our aspirations 

in other worlds, the planets of the universe. And I believe 
that happen to me, along with my fellow 



astronauts to perform more than one flight, and 
Each time, higher and further away from their native lands. 
After all, the Soviet people are not used to staying 
halfway. 

I called a lot of names in his notes - while only 
the first part of the book, which will undoubtedly 
written new pages. While this is only the beginning, I 
still young and is not going to fold their wings. After all, 
ulterior motive Kallistov Martyanov, first, 
as his eagle chick, who raised me in the sky, 
said: 

- Wings grow from flying. 

And Azarov and other friends with whom 

had the opportunity to share the joy of success and failure and 

bitterness 

on the way to the goal, so dear to me that each 
segment of life made me a real man. 

Every year more and more people 

took part in my upbringing. Hundreds 

great sons of the Fatherland have been and continue 

be my tutors. Each of them 

Leninist laws should educate the young 

generations, and take this opportunity, I bring them here 

his filial gratitude. 

I write these final lines of his notes, 
and on the street, wide and beautiful, noisy are funny 
boys and girls, dressed in uniforms costumes 



artisans. Not so long ago, and I belonged to 

they defiantly covered by the romantic exploits 

tribe. None of them yet Gold Stars 

Hero, awards, medals laureate. But they all 

ahead, the road of life with all their blessings and joys, 

conquered by our grandfathers and fathers, are open to them. 

The younger generation, to whom the homeland 

a door opened in a joyful, creative 

life. The country, as a caring mother, has 

him to the legendary stories of his heroic 

The Communist Party, the labor feats 

people - the creator and the creator. It is for them - young 

masters of the country, designed to conquer space, and 

time and space - Homeland opened the best 

schools and stadiums, to build a better world 

University of Moscow, where the bronze statue 

Professor NE Zhukovsky, carved prophetic 

words: "A man ... fly, without relying on the strength of its 

muscles, and on the strength of his mind." 

The youth of the Soviet boldly looks at 
a bright future. That she fell to 
great happiness - to build a communist 
society. In front of each of the young Soviet 
A man of great and serious study and work. 

The country needs engineers and agronomists, doctors and 
teachers, mechanics and tractor drivers. For a person 



any profession, there have fun 

and useful. Soviet youth, most 

talented in the world. Our pilots fly 

faster, higher and further than others. Our scientists 

create space ships, stormed the North 

and South poles of the globe. It is they, the young 

Patriots overcome zharyn summer and winter 

hurricanes, heroic master virgin and fallow 

land. Their selfless work revealed 

masculine features high moral character 

Soviet people, inspired by the great goals 

peaceful creative labor - construction 

Communism. 

The success of the first space flight leads 
to the zeal and courage of all the younger generation. 
Youth feels like it grow wings. 

"More and more Soviet people - said 

Nikita Khrushchev - the unexplored 

the route of flight to space, will learn it 

further disclose the secrets of nature and put them 

at the service of man and his well-being at the service of 

the world." 

Yes, we do everything to strengthen the power of 
our socialist state, and our 
life, all, to the last drop of blood, to the last 
breathing belongs beautiful Soviet 



Homeland. 




